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| MANNERS: 


SATIRE. 


A 


J P Mankind their Sport, 

WE Guard me, Ye Heavens! from that 
ſ/ worſt Plague——a Court. 

P2= << Midft the mad Manſions of Moor- 

'© fields, I'd be 

4 A Straw-crown'd Monarch, in mock Majeſty ; 

% Rather than Sov'reign rule Br:tannia's Fate, 

66 Curs'd with the Follies and the Farce of State. 

% Rather in Newgate-Walls, O let me dwell 

& A doleful Tenant of the darkling Cell, 


„% Than 


- . = —  — 
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* Than ſwell in Palaces, the mighty Store 

&« Of Fortunc's Fools, and Paraſites of Pow'r. 

4 Than Crowns, Ye Gods! be any State my Doom; 
« Or any Dungeon; but———a Drawing-Room. 
« THRICE happy Patriot, whom no Courts debaſe, 
No Titles leſſen, and no Stars difgrace. 

& Still nod the Plumage o'er the brainleſs Head; 

& Still o'er the faichleſs Heart the Ribband ſpread. 

4 Such Toys may ſerve to ſignalize the Tool, 

« Togild the Knave, or garniſh out the Fool: 

c While You, with Roman Virtue arm'd, diſdain 
< The tinſel Trappings and the glitt'ring Chain: 

&« Fond of your Freedom, ſpurn at the venal Fee, 
* And prove He's only Great who dares be Free. 


La 


Lad 


Tavs ſung Philemon in his calm Retreat, 
Too wile for Pow'r, too virtuous to be great. 


Bur whence this Rage at Courts ? reply'd his Grace, 
Say, is the mighty Crime, to be in Place ? 
Is that the deidly Sin, mark'd out by Heav'n, 
For which no Mortal e'er can be forgiven ? 
Muſt All, All ſuffer who in Courts engage, 
Down from Lord Steward, to the puny Page ? 
Can Courts and Places be ſuch ſinful Things? 
The ſacred Gifts and Palaces of Kings. 


Me” 
=» 4. 
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A Prack may claim our Rev'rence, Sir, I own ; 
But then the Man its Dignity muſt crown : 
Tis not the Truncheon, or the Ermine's Pride, 
Can ſkreen the Coward, or the Knave can hide. 
Let STAIR and +*** head our Arms and Law, 
The Judge and General muſt be view'd with Awe : 
The Villain then would ſhudder at the Bar; 
And Spain grow humble at the Sound of War. 


War Courts are ſacred ? when I tell your Grace, 
Manners alone muſt ſanQify the Place. | 
Hence only each its proper Name receives ; 
Haywood's a Brothel; FYhite's a Den of Thieves: 
Bring Whores and Thieves to Court, you change the 
Scene, 
St. 7— “'s turns the Brothel, and the Den. 


Wno would the courtly Chapel holy call, 
Tho?” the whole Bench ſhould conſecrate the Wall; 


While the trim Chaplain, conſcious of a See, 


Cries out my King, I have no God but thee : 


+ It is to be lamented that the Barrenneſs of the preſent 
Times obliges the Author to truſt to Poſterity, for the Supply 
of a proper Character in this Place. 

* Dr. SW1iFT fays, © That the late Earl of Oxroxsp, in 
the Time of his Miniſtry, never paſs'd by Vhite s Chacs- 
* late-houſe (the common Rendezvous of infamous Sharpers 
and noble Cullies) without beſtowing a Curſe upon that fa- 
** mous Academy, as the Bane of half the Eng/5/5 Nobility. 


Lifts 
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Lifts to the Royal Seat the aſking Eye, 

And pays to George the Tribute of the Sky ; 
Proves Sin alone from humble Roofs muſt ſpring, 
Nor can one earthly Failing ſtain a King. 


Brehops and KINGS may conſecrate, tis true; 
Manners alone claim Homage as their Due. 
Without, the Court and Church are both prophane, 
Whatever Prelate preach, or Monarch reign; 
Religion's Roſtrum Virtue's Scaffold grows, 

And Crowns and Mitres are mere Raree- ſhows. 


Ix vain behold yon rev'rend Turrets riſe, 
And Sarum's ſacred Spire ſalute the Skies: 
If the lawn'd Levite's earthly Vote be ſold, 
And God's free Gift retail'd for Mammon Gold; 
No Rev'rence can the proud Cathedral claim, 
But Henley's Shop, and Sherlacꝶ's are the ſame. 


WHENCE have St. Stephen's Walls ſo hallow'd been? 
Whence ? From the Virtue of his Sons within. 
But ſhould ſome guileful Serpent, void of Grace, 
Glide in its Bounds, and poiſon all the Place ; 
Should e'er the ſacred Voice be ſet to Sale, 
And o'er the Heart the golden Fruit prevail 
The Place is alter'd, Sir, nor think it ſtrange, 
Ta ſee the Senate fink into a Change. 
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Or Court, or Church, or Senate-houſe, or Hall, 
Manners alone beam Dignity on all. . 
Without their Influence, Palaces are Cells ; 

* Crane-Court a Magazine of Cockle-ſhells ; 

The folemn Bench no Boſom ſtrikes with Awe, 

But I/Veftminfler's a Warehouſe of the Law. 


THEsE heneſt Truths, my Lord, deny you can, 
Since all allow that ManNners make the Man”. 
Hence only Glories to the Great belong, 

Or Peers muſt mingle with the peaſant "Throng. 


Tho? ſtrung with Ribbands, yet behold his Grace 
Shines but a Lacquey in a higher Place : 
Strip the gay Liv'ry from the Courtier's Back, 
What marks the Diff rence twixt My Lord and Fack ” 
The fame mean, ſimple, mercenary Knave, 
The Tool of Power, and of State the Slave : 
Alike the vaſſal Heart in each prevails, 
And all his Lordſhip boaſts is larger Vails. 


WzaLTH, Manors, Titles may deſcend, tis true, 
But ev'ry Heir. muſt Merit's Claim renew. 


The Royal Society. 


B WO 
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Wo bluſhes not to fee a C—'s Heir 
Turn Slave to Sound, and languiſh for a * Play'r ? 


What piping, fidling, ſqueaking, quav'ring, bawling, 
What ſing-ſong Riot, and what Eunuch-ſqualling 7 ? 


 C——, thy Worth all Italy ſhall own, 
A Bataan fit, where + Nero fill'd the Three: 


SEE poor Lævinus anxious for renown, - 
Thro' the long Gall'ry trace his Lineage down. 
And claim each Hero's Viſage for his own. 
What tho' in each the ſelf-ſame Features ſhine, 
Unleſs ſome lineal Virtue marks the Line, 

In vain alaſs . He boaſts his Grandſire's Name, 
Or hopes to borrow Luſtre from his Fame. 
Who but muſt ſmile, to ſee the tim'rous Peer 
Point *mong his Race our Bulwark in the War ? 
Or in fad Engliſh tell how Senates hung 

On the ſweet Muſtc of his Father's Tongue? 
Unconſcious, tho” his Sires were wiſe and brave, 
Their Virtues only find in him a Grave. 


Nor ſo with & Stanhepe ; ſee by him ſuſtain'd 
Each hoary Honour which his Sires had gain'd. 


* That living Witneſs of the Folly, Extravagance and De- 
pravity of the Exgliſt, Farinello, who is now at the Court of 
Spain, triumphant 1 in the Spoils of our Nobility, as their Py- 


rates are in thoſe of our injur'd Merchants. 


+ A Roman Emperor remarkable for his Paſſion for Muſic. 


The Right Honourable the Earl of Cheer field. 
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To him the Virtues of his Race appcar, 

The precious Portion of five hundred Year : 
Deſcended down, by him to be enjoy'd, 

Yet holds the Talent loſt, if unimploy'd. 
From hence behold his gen'rous Ardour riſe, 
To ſwell the ſacred Stream with freſh Supplics : 
Abroad the Guardian of his Country's Cauſe ; 
At Home a Tully to defend her Laws. 

Senates with Awe the patriot Sounds imbibe, 
And bold Corruption almoſt drops the Bribe. 
Thus added Worth to Worth, and Grace to Grace, 
He beams new Glories back upon his Race, 


Ask ye what Honour? I'll the Truth impart, 
Know, Honour, then, is Honeſty of Heart. 
To the ſweet Scene of ſocial * Steto repair, 
And ſearch the Maſter's Breaſt, —You'll find it there 
Too proud to grace the Sycophant or Slave, 
It only harbours with the Wiſe and Brave ; 
Ungain'd by Titles, Places, Wealth, or Birth : 
Learn this, and learn to bluſh, ye Sons of Earth ! 
Bluſh to behold this Ray of Nature made 

The Victim of a Ribband, or Cockade. 


As the proud Peer, What's Honour? He diſplays | 
A purchas'd Patent, or the Herald's Blaze : 


The Seat of the Right Honourable the Lord Viſcount 
Cobham. 
B 2 Or 
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Or if the Royal Smile his Hopes has bleſt, 
Points to the glitt'ring Glory of his Breaſt : 
Vet if beneath no real Virtue reign, 

On the gay Coat the Star is but a Stain: 

For could I whiſper in his Lordſhip's Ear, 
Worth only beams true Radiance on the Star. 


Hexce ſce the garter'd Glory dart its Rays, 
And ſhine round E-—= with redoubled Blaze, 
Aſk ye from whence this Flood of Luftre's ſeen ? 
Why £ whiſpers, votes, and ſaw Turin. 


 Loxs6 Mils reign'd the Minion of Renown, 
Loud his Eulogiums eccho'd thro' the Town; 
Where'er he went ſtill Crouds around him throng, 
And hail'd the Patriot as he paſs'd along. 
See the loſt Peer, unhonour'd now by all, 
Steal thro” the Street, or ſkulk along the Mall; 
Applauding Sounds no more falute his Ear, | 
But his loud Pæan's funk into a Sneer. 
Whence you'll enquire could ſpring a Change fo fad ? 
Why the poor Man ran military mad: 
By this miſtaken Maxim ftill miſled, 
That Men of Honour muſt be cloath'd in Red. 
My Grandfire wore it, Mila cries—'tis good: 
But know the Grandſire ftain'd it red with Blood. 
Firſt *midit the deathful Dangers of the Field, 
He ſhone his Country's Guardian and its Shield; 

| Taught 
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Taught Danube's Stream with Gallic Gore to flow; 
Hence bloom'd the Laurel on the Grandfire's Brow : 
But ſhall the Son expect the Wreath to wear 

For the mock Triumphs of an Hyde- Par War? 
Sooner ſhall Bunhill Blenbeim's Glories claim, 

Or Billers rival brave Eugene in Fame: 

Sooner a like Reward their Labours crown, 

Who ſtorm a Dunghil, and who ſack a Town. 


Maxx our bright Youths how gallant and how gay, 
Freſh plum'd and powder'd in Review array. 

Unſpoil'd each Feature by the martial Scar, 

Lo: A—— aſſumes the God of War: 

Yet vain while prompt to Arms by Plume and Pay, 

He claims the Soldier's Name from Soldiers Play. 

This Truth, my Warrior, treaſure in thy Breaſt, 

A ſtanding Soldier is a ſtanding Jeft. 

When bloody Battles dwindle to Reviews, 

Armies muſt then deſcend to Puppet-ſhews ; 

Where the lac'd Log may ſtrut in Soldier's Part, 

Bedeck'd with Feather, tho* unarm'd with Heart. 


THERE are who ſay ©£* You laſh the Sins of Men, 
«© Leave, Leave to Pope the Poignance of the Pen. 
© Hope not the Bays ſhall wreath around thy Head, 
„ Fannius may write, but Flaccus will be read. 
Shall only One have Privilege to blame ? 


What then are Vice and Folly Royal Game ? 
| Muft 
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Muſt all be Poachers who attempt to kill ? 
All, but the mighty Sov*reign of the Quill ? 
Shall Pope, alone, the plenteous Harveſt have, 
And I not glean one ſtragling Fool, or Knave ? 
Praiſe, tis allow'd, is free to all Mankind; 
Say, why ſhould honeſt Satire be confin'd ? 
Tho', like th' immortal Bards, my feeble Dart 
Stains not its Feather in the culprit Heart ; 
Yet know, the ſmalleſt Inſect of the Wing 
The Horſe may teaze, or Elephant can ſting : 
Ev'n J, by chance, a lucky Shaft may pour, 
And gall ſome great Leviathan of Pow'r. 


I name not I -e; You the Reaſon gue-fo 
Mark von fell Harpy hov'ring o'er the Preſs. 
Secure the Muſe may ſport with Names of Kings, 
But Miniſters, my Friend, are dang'rous Things. 
Who would have | P—x anſwer what he writ; 
Or ſpecial Juries, Judges of his Wit ? 


Pore writes unhurt—but know, *tis diff*rent quite 
To beard the Lion, and to cruſh the Mite, 
Safe may he daſh the Stateſman in each Line, 
Thoſe dread his Satire, who dare puniſh mine. 


Tux, turn your Satire then, you cry, to Praiſe, 
Why Praiſe is Satire, in theſe finful Days, 


| A famous Sollicitor, 


Say, 


( 15) 
Say, ſhould I make a Patriot of Sir Bull? 
Or ſwear that G 's Duke has Wit at Will. 
From the gull'd Knight could I expect a Place ? 
Or hope to lye a Dinner from his Grace ? 


Tho' a Reward be graciouſly beſtow'd 
On the ſoft Satire of each Birth-day Ode. 


Tu Good and Bad alike with Praiſe are bleſt; 
Yet thoſe who merit moſt, ſtill want it leaſt ; 
But conſcious Vice ſtill courts the charming Ray, 
While Virtue ſhines, not aſks the Glare of Day. 
Need I to any Pult'ney's Worth declare? 

Or tell him Cart'ret charms, who has an Ear? 
Or, Pitt, can thy Example be unknown, 
While each fond Father marks it to his Son? 


I cannot truckle to a Slave in State, 
And praiſe a Blockhead's Wit, becauſe He's great; 
Down, down, ye hungry Garreteers, deſcend, 
; Call f -e Burleigb, call him Britain's Friend; 
| Behold the genial Ray of Gold appear, 
And rouze, ye Swarms of Grub/treet and Rag-Fary. 


+ See theſe two Characters compar'd in the Gazcteer: , 
but leſt none of thoſe Papers ſhould have eſcap'd their com- 


mon Fate, ſee the two CharaAers diftinguiſh'd in the Ca. 
man. 


SEE - 
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Se with what Zeal yon tiny “ Inſect burns, 
And follows Queens from Palaces to Urns : 
Tho? cruel Death has clos'd the Royal Ear, 
The flatt' ring Fly ſtill buzzes round the Bier: 
But what avails, ſince Queens no longer live? 


Why Kings can read, and Kings, You know, may give. 


A Mitre may repay his heav'nly Crown; 
And while he decks her Brow, adorn his own. 


LET Laureat C—r Birth-day Sonnets ſing, 
Or Fanny crawl, an Ear-wig on the King ; 
While one is void of Wit, and one of Grace, 
While ſhould I envy either Song or Place ? 

I could not flatter, the rich Butt to gain ; 
Nor fink a Slave, to rife /—e C-— 7. 


PERISH my Verſe, whene'er one venal Line 
Bedaubs a Duke, or makes a King divine, 
Firſt bid me ſwear, He's found who has the Plague, 
Or Forace rivals Stanhope at the Hague. 
What, ſhall I turn a Pander to the Throne, 
And lift with + B—/! to roar for Half-a-Crown ? 


® A certain Court Chaplain, who wrote, or rather ſtole a 
Character of the late Q—n from Dr. Burne!'s Character of 
Queen Mary. 

+ A noted Agent to a Mob-Regiment, who is employ'd to 
reward their venal Vocifcrations on certain Occaſions with 
Halt-a-Crown each Man. 


Sooner 


2 


N 
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Sooner T—r—-{ ſhall with Tully vie: 


Or , in Senate ſcorn a 
Sooner [beria tremble for her Fate 
From AH. h<'s or Ans Debate. 


Tuo' fawning Flatt'ry ne'er ſhall taint my Lays 
Yet know, when Virtue calls, I burſt to praiſe, 
Behold yon * Temple rais'd by Cobham's Hand, 
Sacred to Worthies of his Native Land : 

Ages were ranſack'd for the Wiſe and Great, 

Till Barnard came, and made the Groupe compleat. 
Be Barnard there—enliven'd by the Voice, 

Each Buſto bow'd, and ſanctify'd the Choice. 


PoinTLEss all Satire in theſe Iron Times, 
Too faint are Colours, and too feeble Rhimes. 
Riſe then, gay Fancy, future Glories bring, 
And ftretch o'er happier Days thy healing Wing. 


RayT into Thought, Lo! I Britannia ſee 
Riſing ſuperior o'er the ſubject Sea; 
View her gay Pendants ſpread their filken Wings, 
Big with the Fate of Empires and of Kings : 
The tow'ring Barks dance lightly o'er the Main, 
And roll their Thunder thro? the Realms of Spain. 


The Temple of Britiſb Worthies in the Gardens at Stow, 
in which the Lord Cobham has lately erected the Buſto of Sir 
Jabs Barnard. 


C Peace, 
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Peace, violated Maid, they aſk no more, 

But waft her back triumphant to our Shore; 

While buxom Plenty, laughing in her Train, 

Glads every Heart, and crowns the Warrior's Pain. 
On Fancy, on! {till ſtretch the pleaſing Scene, 

And bring fair Freedom with her golden Reign ; 
Chear'd by whoſe Beams ev'n meagre Want can ſmile, 
And the poor Peaſant whiſtle *midft his Toll. 


Suck Days, what Briton wiſhes not to fee ? 
And ſuch each Briton, FRED*RICK, hopes from 
Thee. 
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STATE DUNCES. 


INSCRIBED TO 


Mr. 0 f F. 


from my Soul ſincerely hate 
Bath and M——rs of State. 


ISLINGTON: 
Printed in the Year MDCCXLVIII. 
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THE 


STATE DUNCES. 


INSCRIBED TO 


Mr. POP E. 


And others, ſtudious to encreaſe their Store, 
Plough the rough Ocean for Peruvian Ore ; 


How 


- — Py "—— _- — —— = » © goon 9 


(22) 
How bleſt thy Fate whom calmer Hours attend, 
Peace thy Companion, Fame thy faithful Friend ; 
While in thy T:v'ct ham Pow'rs devoid of Care, 
You feaſt the Fancy, and enchant the Ear; 


Thames gently rolls her ſilver Tide along, 
And the charm'd Nazads liſten to thy Song. 


HERE peaceful paſs the gentle Hours away, 

While tuneful Scicace meaſures out the Day! 
Here happy Bard, as various Fancies lead, 
You paint the blooming Maid, or flow'ry Mead 
Sound the rough Clangour of tumultuous Var, * 
Or ſing the ravi/h'd Tendrili of the Fair ! Q 
Now melting move the tender Tear to flow, 
And wake our Sighs with Elogſa's Woe. || 
But chief to Dulneſs ever Foe decreed. 
The Apes of Science with thy Satire bleed ; + 
P—rs, Pots, Panders, mingle in the Throng, 
Smart with thy Touch, and tremble at thy Song. t 
| Yer vain, O Pope! is all thy ſharpeſt Rage, - 
Still ſtarv'ling Dunces perſecute the Age 

2ithful to Folly, or enrag'd with Spite, 
Still tale, Timans build, and T:ibbalds write; 


* Homer. 5 Rape of the Lock. 
| Elifa to Abelard. + Dunciad. 7 Epiſtles. 


* Still 


: 
| 
| 
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* Still Welſtiad tunes his Beer- inſpired Lays, 

And Ralph, in Metre, howls forth Stanhope's Praiſe : 
Ah! hapleſs Victim to the Poet's Flame, 

While his Eulogiums crucify thy Fame. 


Shall embrio Wits thy ſtudious Hours engage, 
Live in thy Labours, and prophane thy Page; 
While Virtue, ever-lov'd, demands thy Lays, 
And claims the tuneful Tribute of thy Praiſe ? 

Can Pope be filent, and not grateful lend 

One Strain to ſing the Patriot and the Friend; 
Who nobly anxious in his Country's Cauſe, 
Maintains her Honours, and defends her Laws : 
Could I, my Bard, but equal Numbers raiſe, 
Then would I ſing for oh ! I burſt to prail: : 
Sing how a Pult'ney charms the liſt'ning Throng, 
While Senates hang enraptur'd on his Tongue ; 

With Tully's Fire how each Oration glows, - 
In Tully's Mufic, how each Period flows |! 


Still Velſteaad, and Ralph] Two Authors, remarkable 
for nothing ſo much as the Figure they make in the Dunciad, 
where Mr. Pope has condeſcended to drag them from Obſcurity, 
and damn them with Irmortality ; yet they have boch ven- 
tur'd out in Print ſince they were enter d Dunces on Record; 
the one in a few bad Verſes againſt Mr. Pope's Tafte, the other 
in a dull Epiſtle to Lord Chefter feld; but both theſe Pieces are 
entirely loſt to Fame and Memory, as their Authors are to 
Modelty and Common Senſe. 


In- 


(24) 
Inftru each Babe to liſp the Patriot's Name, 
Who in each Boſom breathes a Roman Flame. 


So when the Genius of the Roman Age 
Stemm'd the ſtrong Torrent of tyrannic Rage, 


In Freedom's Cauſe each glowing Breaſt he warm'd, 
And like a Pult'ney, then a Brutus charm'd. 


How bleſt, while we a Briti/h Brutus ſee, 
And all the Roman ſtands confeſt in Thee 
Equal thy Worth, but equal were thy Doom, 
To fave Britannia as he reſcu'd Rome; 

He from a Targuin ſnatch'd the deſtin'd Prey, 
Britannia till laments a J/——'s Sway. 


AR Is E, my tuneful Bard, nor thus in vain 
Let thy Britannia, whom thou lov'ſt, complain: 
If thou in moanful Lays relate her Woe, 

Each Heart ſhall bleed, each Eye with Pity flow ; 
If to Revenge you ſwell the ſounding Strain, 
Revenge and Fury fire each Britiſb Swain: 
Obſequious to thy Verſe each Breaſt ſhall move, 
Or bura with Rage, or ſoften into Love. 


O let Britannia be her Poet's Care! 
And laſh the Spoiler, while you fave the Fair. 
Lo! where he ſtands amidſt the ſervile Crew ; 


Nor Bluſhes tain his Cheek with crimſon Hue, 
While 


(25) 
While dire Corruption all around he ſpreads, 
And e'ry ductile Conſcience captive leads: 
Brib'd by his Boons, behold the vena! Band, 
Worſhip the Idol they could once command: 


So Britain's now, as Fudah's Sons before, 
Firſt raiſe a Gol DEN CALF, and then adore. 


LeT dull Parnaſſian Sons of Rhime, no more 
Provoke thy Satire, and employ thy Pow'r ; 
New Objects riſe to ſhare an equal Fate, 
The big, rich, mighty, Dunces of the State. 
Shall Ralph, Cooke, Welfted, then engroſs thy Rage, 
While Courts afford a H. , „or G—; 
Dulneſs no more rooſts only near the Sky, 
But Senates, Drawing-rooms, with Garrets vye ; 
Plump P—rs, and beardleſs Bards alike are dull, 
St. James 's and Rag-fair, club Fool for Fool. 


Amidſt the mighty Dull, behold how great 
An Appius ſwells the Tibbald of the State ; 
Long had he ſtrove to ſpend his lawleſs Sway 
O'er Britain's Sons, and force them to obey ; 
But blaſted all his blooming Hopes, he flies 
To vent his Woe, and mourn his loſt Ex—ſe. 


Penſive he ſat, and figh'd, while round him lay 


Loads of dull Lumber, all inſpir'd by Pay : 
D h Here, 
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Here, puny Pamphlets, ſpun from Prelates Brains; 
There the ſmooth Jingle of Coo#'s lighter Strains: 
Here, IValfngham's ſoft lulling Opiates ſpread ; 
There gloomy Oſborn's Quinteſſence of Lead: 
With theſe the Stateſman ſtrove to eaſe his Care, 
To ſooth his Sorrows, and divert Deſpair; 

But long his Grief Sleep's gentle Aid denies, 

At length a ſlumb' rous Briton clos d his Eyes. 


YET vain the healing Balm of downy Reſt, 
To chaſe his Woe, or eaſe his lab'ring Breaſt ; 
Now frightful Forms riſe hideous to his View, 
More, Strafford, Laud, and all the headleſs Crew; 
Daggers and Halters boding, Terror breeds, 
And here a Dudley ſwings, there Villiers bleeds. 


Now Goddeſs Dulneſs, watchful o'er his Fate, 
And ever anxious for her Child of State, 
From Couch of Down, flow rais'd her drowſy Head, 
Forſook her Slumbers, and to Apprus ſped. 


Nor longer mourn thy darling loft Ex--/e ; 

(Here the ſad Sound unfeal'd the Stateſman's Eyes) 
Why flumbers thus my Son, oppreſt with Care, 
While Dulneſs rules, ſay, ſhall her Sons deſpair ? 
O'er all I ſpread my univerſal Sway, | 
K—gs, P—tes, Pes, and Rulers all obey : 


Awake, my Son, Awake, the Goddeſs cries, | 


Lo! 
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Lo! in the Church my mighty Pow'r I ſhew, 
In Pulpit preach, and lumber in the Pew ; 

The Bench and Bar alike my Influence owns, 
Here prate my Magpies, and there doze my Drones. 
In the grave Dons, how formal is my Mien, 
Who rule the Gallipots of Farwick-lane : 

At Court behold me ſtrut in Purple-Pride, 

At Hockley roar, and in Crane-Court prefide. 
But chicf in Thee, my mighty Pow'r is ſeen, 
Tis I inſpire thy Mind, and fill thy Mien; 
On Thee, my Child, my duller Bleſſings ſhed, 
And pour my Opium o'er thy fav'rite Head; 
Rais'd Thee a Ruler of Britannia's Fate, 

And led Thee blund'ring to the Helm of State. 


Here bow'd the Stateſman low, and thus addreſt ; 
O Goddeſs, ſole Inſpirer of my Breaft ! 
To gall the Britiſb Neck with Gallic Chain, 
Long have I ſtrove, but long have ftrove in vain ; 
While Caleb, Rebel to thy ſacred Pow er, 
Unveils thoſe Eyes which thou haſt curtain'd o'er ; 
Makes Britain's Sons my dark Deſigns foreſee, 
Blaſt all my Schemes, and ſtruggle to be free. 
O had my Projects met a milder Fate, 
How had I reign'd a Baſhaw of the State! 
How o'er Britannia ſpread m' Imperial Sway 
How taught each free-born Briton to obey ! 

D 2 No 
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No fmiling Freedom then had chear'd her Swains, 

But A/ia's Deſarts vy'd with Albion's Plains: 

Turks, Vandals, BRIT AIN ! then compar'd with thee, 

Had hugg'd their Chains, and joy'd that they were free; 

While wond' ring Nations all around had ſeen 

Me riſe a Great Mogul, or Mazarin : 

Then had I taught Britannia to adore, 

Then led her Captive to my lawleſs Pow'r. 

Methinks I view her now no more appear 

Firſt in the Train, and Faireft midſt the Fair; 

Joyleſs I fee the lovely Mourner lye, 

Nor glow her Cheek, nor ſparkle now her Eye; 

Faded each Grace, no fmiling Feature warm ; 

Torn all her Treſſes, blighted ev*ry Charm; 

Nor teeming Plenty now each Valley crowns, 

Slaves are her Sons, and Tradeleſi all her Towns. 

For this, behold yon peaceful Army fed ; 

For this, on Senates ſee my Bounty ſhed ; 

For this, what Wonders, Goddefs, have I wrought ! 

How bully'd, begg'd, how treated, and how fought ; 

What wand' ring Maze of Error blunder'd thro”, 

And how repair'd old Blunders ftill by new! 

Hence the long Train of never-ending Jars, 

Of warſul Peaces, and of peaceful Wars, 

Hach myſtie Treaty of the mighty Store, 

Which to explain, demands ten Treaties more: 

Hence Scarecrow Navies, floating Raree-Shows, 

And hence [bera's Pride, and Britain's Woes. | 
| | Theſe, 
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Theſe wond'rous Works, O Goddeſs, have I done, 
Works ever worthy Dulneſs” fav*rite Son. 


. Lo! on thy Sons alone my Favours ſhow'r, 
None ſhare my Bounty that diſdain thy Pow'r : 
Yon Feathers, Ribbons, Titles light as Air, 
Behold thy choiceſt Children only ſhare ; 

Each views the Pageant with admiring Eyes, 
And fondly graſps the viſionary Prize; 

Now proudly ſpreads his Leading-tring of State, 
And thinks to be a Mretch is to be Great. 


Bor turn, O Goddeſs, turn thine Eyes, and view 
The darling Leaders of thy gloomy Crew. 


FULL open-mouth'd . there behold, 
Aping a Tully, ſwell into a Scala, 
Grievous to mortal Ear ; As at the Place 
Where loud-tongu'd Virgins vend the ſcaly Race, 
Harſh Peals of vocal Thunder fill the Skies, 
And ſtunning Sounds in hideous Diſcord riſe ; 
So when he tries the wond*rous Pow'r of Noiſe, 
Each hapleſs Ear's a Victim to his Voice. 
How bleft, O Cheſelden ! whoſe Art can mend 
Thoſe Ears was ordain'd to rend. 


Sree H——-7 ſecure in Silence ſit, 
No empty Words betray his Want of Wit; 


If 
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If Senſe in hiding Folly is expreſs d, 


O H. n, thy Wiſdom ſtands conſeſs d. 


To Dulneſs ſacred Cauſe for ever true, 
Thy darling Caledonian, Goddeſs view, 
The Pride and Glory of thy Scotia's Plains, 
And faithful Leader of her venal Swains, 
Loaded he moves beneath a ſervile Weight, 
The dull laborious Packher/e of the State; 
Drudges thro* Tracks of Infamy for Pay, 
And hackneys out his Conſcience by the Day : 
Yonder behold the buſy peerleſs Peer, 
With Aſpect meagre and important Air ; 
His Form how Gothic, and his Looks how Sage 
He ſeems the living Plato of the Age. 
Bleſt Form! in which alone thy Merit's ſeen, 
Since all thy 7/:/dom centers in thy Mien / 


HERE £——, A—b-—lec (for Senates fit) 
And -I y the Wiſe in Council ſit : 
Here Looby G-, Gr—m ever dull, 
By Birth a Senator, by Fate a F—!/. 


Wu theſe, Britannia, watchful o'er thy State, 
Maintain thine Honours, anc direct thy Fate, 
How ſhall admiring Nations round adore, 
Behold thy Greatneſs, tremble at thy Pow'r. 

| How - 
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How Sheba's come, invited by thy Fame, 
Revere thy Wiſdom, and extol thy Name ! 


Lo! to yon Bench now, Goddeſs, turn thine Eyes, 
And view thy Sons in ſolemn Dulneſs riſe, 
All doating, wrinkled, grave, and gloomy, ſee 
Each Form confeſs thy dull Divinity ; 
True to thy Cauſe, behold each trencher d Sage 
Increas'd in Folly, as advanc'd in Age: 
Here Ch—r, 'learn'd in myſtic Prophecy, 
Confuting Collins, makes each Prophet lie : 
Poor Wielfton by thy Smallbrocſꝶ there aſſail'd, 
G:als ſure convinc'd him, tho' the Prelate fail'd. 


Bor chief Paftorius, ever grave and dull, 
Devoid of Senſe, of Zeal divinely full, 
Retails his Squibs of Science o'er the Town, 
While Charges, Paſ”rals, thro' each Street reſound; 
Theſe teach a heav'nly Jeſus to obey, 
While thoſe maintain an earthly Appius Sway. 
Thy Goſpel Truth, Pa/trius, croſt we ſee, © 
While God and Mammon's ferv'd at once by Thee. 


Wuo would not trim, ſpeak, vote, or Conſcience 
To lord it o'er a See, and ſwell in Lawn? (pawn, 


A Prelate noted for writing Spiritual Paftorals and Tempo- 
ral Charges; in the one he endeavours to ſerve the Cauſe of 
Chriſtianity, in the other the Mammon of a Miniſtry. _ 
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If Arts like theſe, OS, Honours claim, 
Than Thee none merits more the Prelate's Name: 
Wond'ring behold him faithful to his Fee, 

Proves Parliaments dependent to be free; 

In Senates blunder, flounder, and diſpute, 

For ever reas'ning, never to confute. 

Since Courts for this their fated Gifts decree, 

Say what is Reputation to a See ? 


Lo! o'er yon Flood H caſts his low'ring Eyes, 
And wiſhful ſees the rev'rend Turrets riſe. 
While Lambeth opens to thy longing View, 
Hapleſs! the Mitre ne'er can bind thy Brow : 
Tho” Courts ſhould deign the Gift, how wond'”rous hard 
By thy own Doctrines ſtill to be debar'd ; 
For if from Change * ſuch mighty Evil ſprings, 
Tranſlations ſure, O H—e are ſinful Things. 


THesE Rulers ſee, and nameleſs Numbers more, 
O Goddeſs, of thy Train the choiceſt Store, 
Who Ignorance in Gravity entrench, 
And grace alike the Pulpit and the Bench. 


FULL plac'd and penſion'd ſee H ftands ; 
Begrimm'd his Face, unpurify'd his Hands ; 


A noted Sermon preached on the zoth of January on this 


Text, Woe be unto them that are given to Change, &C. 
| To 
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To Decency he ſcorns all nice Pretence, 
And reigns firm Foe to Cleanlineſs and Senſe. 


How did H—r—» BRIT AIN'*s Cauſe advance | 
How ſhine the Sloven and Buffoon of France. 

In Senates now, how ſcald, how rave, how roar, 
Of Treaties run the tedious Train-trow o'er ! 
How blunder out whate'et ſhould be conceal'd, 
And how keep ſecret what ſhould be reveal'd ! 
True Child of Dulneſs / ſee him, Goddeſs, claim 
Pow'r next myſelf, as next in Birth and Fame. 


Silence! ye Senates, while enribban'd . 
Pours forth melodious Nothings from his Tongue! 
How ſweet the Accents play around the Ear, 
Form'd of ſmooth Periods, and of well-tun'd Air! 
Leave, gentle , the Senate's dry Debate, 
Nor labour *midft the Labyrinths of State; 

Juit thy ſoft Genius to more tender Themes, 
And ſing of cooling Shades, and purling Streams; 
With modern Sing-ſong murder ancient Plays, + 
Or warble in ſweet Ode a Brunſwick's Praiſe : 

So ſhall thy Strains in purer Dulneſs flow, 

And Laurels wither on a C—-bb—-r's Brow. 


+ This Gentleman, with the Aſſiſtance of Roome, Concanen, 
and ſeveral others, committed a barbarous Murder on the Body 
of an old Comedy, by turning it into a modern Ballad Opera; 
which was ſcarce exhibited on the Stage, before it was thought 
neceſlary to be contracted into one Act. 


E 
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Say, can the Stateſman wield the Poet's Quill, 
And quit the Senate for Parnaſſus Hill? 

Since there no venal Vote a Penſion thares, 
Nor wants Ape Lords Commithoners. 


Tarrs IV. and P , Goddeſs view, 
Firm in thy Cauſe, and to thy Appius true: 
Lo! from their Labours what Reward betides ! 
One pays my Army, one my Navy guides. 


To dance, dreſs, ſing, and ſerenade the Fair, 
Conduct a Finger, or reclaim a Hair, 
O'er baleful Tea with Females taught to blame, 
And ſpread a Slander o'er a Virgin's Fame ; 
Form'd for theſe ſofter Airs ſhall Hey ſtrain 
With ſtubborn Politicks his tender Brain! 
For Miniſters laborious Pamphlets write, 
In Senates prattle, and with Patriots fight ! 
'Thy fond Ambition, pretty Youth, give o'er, 
Prefide at Balls, old Faſhions loft reſtore ; 
So ſhail each Toilet in thy Cauſe engage, 
And ey ſhine a P rs of the Age. 


BenoLD a Star emblazon Gs Coat, 
Not that the Knight has Merit, but a Vote. 


As this is the only living Inſtance of the ſurprizing Ge- 
nius and Abilities of theſe Wits, I could not forbear men- 
toning it. 


And 
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And here, O Goddeſs, num'r ous Wrongheads trace, 


Lur'd by a Penſion, Ribband, or a Place. 


To murder Science, and my Cauſe defend, 
Now Shoals of Grub/treet Garreteers deſcend ; 
From Schools and Deſts the writing Inſects crawl, 
Unlade their Dulneſs, and for Appius bawl. 


Lo ! to thy darling Oſborne turn thine Eyes, 
See him o'er Foliticks ſuperior riſe ; 
While Caleb feels the Venom of his Quill, 
Ar 1 wond'ring Miniſters reward his Skill: 
Unlearn'd in Logic, yet he writes by Rule, 
And proves himſelf in Syllogiſm a Fool; 
Now flies obedient, War with Senſe to wage, 
And drags th' Idea thro? the painful Page: 
Unread, unanſwer'd, ſtill he writes again, 
Still ſpins the endleſs Cobweb of his Brain ; 
Charm'd with each Line, reviewing what he writ, 
Bleſſes his Stars, and wonders at his Wit. a 


Nor leſs, O Walſingham, thy Worth appears! 
Alike in Merit, tho' unlike in Years : 
[Il fated Youth ! what Stars malignant ſhed 
Their baneful Influence o'er thy brainleſs Head, 
Doom'd to be ever writing, never read! 
For Bread to libel Liberty and Senſe, 
And damn thy Patron weakly with Defence. 


| © LE Drench'd 
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Drench'd in the ſable Flood, O hadſt thou ſtill 
O'er Skins of Parchment drove thy venal Quill, 
At Temple Alehouſe told an idle Tale, 

And pawn'd thy Credit for a Mug of Ale; 
Unknown to Appius then had been thy Name, 
Unlac'd th/ Coat, unſacrific'd his Fame; 

Nor vaſt unvended Reams would Peele deplore, 
As Victims deftin'd to the Common-Shore. 


As Dunce to Dunce in endleſs Numbers breed, 
So to Concanen ſee a Ralph ſucceed, 
A tiny Witling of theſe Writing Days, 
Full fam'd for tuneleſs Rhimes, and ſhort-liv'd Plays. 
Write on my /uc/le/s Bard, till unaſham'd, 
Tho” burnt thy Journals, and thy Drama's damn'd ; 
*Tis Bread inſpires thy Politicks and Lays, 
Not Thirſt of Immortality or Praiſe. 


THaxsr, Goddeſs, view the choiceſt of thy Train, 
While yet unnumber'd Dunces ſtill remain, 
Deans, Critics, Lawyers, Bards, a motley Crew, 
To Dulneſs faithful, as to Appius true. 


Enough, the Goddeſs cries, Enough I've ſeen, 
While theſe ſupport, ſecure my Son ſhall reign. 
Still ſhalt thou blund'ring rule Britamnia's Fate, 
Still Grub/treet hail Thee Minifter of State. 


. 
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SATIRE 


Primores populi arripuit populumque tributim; 
Scilicet uni æquus virtuti atque ejus amicis. Hor, 
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HONOUR 
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SATIRE. 


O AD, Load the Pallet, Boy!“ hark 
| © HoGARTH cries, 
« Faſt as I paint freſh Swarms of Fools 
<« ariſe! 
«© Groups riſe on Groups, and mock the Pencil's Pow'r, 
& To catch each new blown Folly of the Hour.” 


WariLE hum'rous Hoc ART paints each Folly dead, 


Shall Vice triumphant rear it's Hydra Head ? 4 
| At 
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At Satire's ſovereign Nod diſdain to ſhrink ? 
New Reams of Paper, and freſh Floods of Ink ! 
On then, my Muſe ! Herculean Labours dare, 
And wage with Virtue's Foes eternal War ; 
Range thro* the Town in ſearch of ev'ry Ill, 
And cleanſe th* Augean Stable with thy Quill. 


«© Bur what avails the Poignance of the Song, 
Since all (you cry) ſtill perſevere in Wrong ? 
«© Wouldcourtly Crimes toMuLcrave'sMuſeſubmit? 
& Or bluſh'd the Monarch tho' a * WiLMoT writ ? 
c Still pander Peers diſgrac'd the Rooms of State, 
& Still Cz/ar's Bed ſuſtain'd a foreign Weight; 
« Slaves worſhipp'd ſtill the golden Calf of Pow'r, 
4 And Biſhops, bowing, bleſs d the ſcarlet Whore. 
c Shall then thy Verſe the guilty Great reclaim, 
« Tho* fraught with DxyDEn's Heaven-deſcended 
&« Flame? | 
&« Will Harpy H, from his mould' ring Store, 
« Drag forth one chearing Drachma to the Poor? 
& Or H, unfaithful to the Seal, 
« Throw in one Suffrage for the Public Weal ? 
4 Pointleſs all Satire, and miſplac'd its Aim, 
«© To wound the Boſom, that's obdur'd to Shame: 
« The callous Heart ne'er feels the Goad within; 
« Few dread the Cenſure, who can dare the Sin.“ 


® Earl of Rocheſter. 2 
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Tuno' on the Culprit's Cheek no Bluſh ſhould glow, 
Still let me mark him to Mankind a Foe : 
Strike but the Deer, however light the Wound, 
It ſerves at leaſt to drive him from the ſound. 
Shall reptile Sinners frowning Juſtice fear, 
And pageant Titles privilege the Peer ?. 
So falls the humbler Game in common Fields, 
While the branch'd Beaſt the royal Foreſt ſhields. 
On, Satire, then ! purſue thy gen'rous Plan, 
And wind the Vice, regardleſs of the Man. 
Rouze, rouze ! th' ennobl'd Herd for public Sport, 
And hunt them thro? the Covert of a Court. 


Jus as the Play'r the mimic Portrait draws, 
All claim a Right of Cenſure or Applauſe : 
What guards the Place-man from an equal Fate, 
Who mounts but Actor on the Stage of State? 
Subject alike to each Man's Praiſe and Blame, 
Each csitic Voice the Fiat of his Fame; 
Tho? to the private ſome Reſpect we pay, 
All public Characters are public Prey: 
P mand G z, let the Verſe forbear 
What ſanctifies the Treaſurer or Play'r. 


GREAT in her laurel'd Sages Athens ſee, 
Free flow'd her Satire while her Sons were free: 
Then purpl'd Guilt was dragg'd to public Shame; 


And each Offence ſtood flagrant with a Name ; 
F Polluted 
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Polluted Ermine no Reſpect could win, 

No hallow'd Lawn could ſanctify a Sin 

*Till tyrant Power uſurp'd a lawleſs Rule : 

Then ſacred grew the titled Knave and Fool ; 

Then penal Statutes aw'd the poignant Song, 

And Slaves were taught that Kings cculd do nv II reng. 


GuirT ſtill is Guilt, to me, in Slave or King, 
Fetter'd in Cells, or garter'd in the Ring; 
And yet bchold how various the Reward, 
Wir p falls a Felon, * W E mounts a Lord. 
The Little Knave the Law's laſt Tribute pays, 
While Crowns around the great One's Chariot blaze. 
Blaze Meteors, blaze! to me is ſtill the ſame, 


The Cart of Juſtice and the Coach of Shame. 


SAY, what's Nobility, ye gilded Train ! 
Does Nature give it, or can Guilt ſuſtain ? 
Blooms the Form fairer, if the Birth be high ; k 
Or takes the vital Stream a richer Dye? : 
What! tho” a long Patrician Line ye claim, 
Are noble Souls entail'd upon a Name ? 
Anjiis may ermine out the lordly Earth, 
Virtue's the Herald that proclaims its Worth, 


* Tho” the Perſon here meant, has indeed paid the Debt of 
Nature, yet, as he left that of Juſtice unſatisfy'd, the Author 
apprehends that the Public are indiſputably entitled to the Aſ- 
lets of his Reputation. 
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HeNct mark the Radiance of a Stanhepe's Star, 
And Glow-worm glitter of thine D***- : 
Ignoble Splendor ! that but ſhines to all, 
The humble Badge of a Court Hoſpital. 
Let lofty LV, wave his nodding Plume, 
Boaſt all the bluſhing Honours of the Loom, 
Reſplendent Bondage no Regard can bring, 
"Tis Methuen's Heart muſt dignify the String. 


Vice levels all, however high or low ; 
And all the Difference but conſiſts in Show. 
Who aſks an Alms, or ſupplicates a Place, 
Alike is Beggar, tho' in Rags or Lace: 

Alike his Country's Scandal and its Curſe, 

Who vends a Vote, or who purloins a Purſe ; 
Thy Gamblers Bridewell, and St. F*s's Bites, 
The Rooks of Mordington's, and Sharks at H Hite's. 


«© WHy will you urge, Eugenio crys, your Fate? 
«« Afﬀeords the Town no Sins but Sins of State? 
e Perches Vice only on the Court's high Hill? 
Or yields Life's Vale no Quarry for the Quill ?”? 
Manners, like Faſhions, ſtill from Courts deſcend, 
And what the Great begin, the Vulgar end. 
If vicious, then, the Mode, correct it here; 
He ſaves the Peaſant, who reforms the Peer. 
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What Hounſlow Knight would ftray from Honour's Path, 
If guided by a Brother of the B*h ? 


Hoxour's a Miſtreſs all Mankind purſue ; 
Yet moſt miſtake the falſe One, for the truc : 
Lur'd by the Trappings, dazzl'd by the Paint, 

We worſhip oft the Idol for the Saint. 

Courted by all, by few the Fair is won, 

T hoſe loſe who ſeek her, and thoſe gain who ſhun : 
Naked ſhe flies to Merit in Diſtreſs, 

And leaves to Courts the Garniſh of her Dreſs. 


Tux million'd Merchant ſeeks her in his Gold; 
In Schools the Pedant, and in Camps the Bold : 
The Courtier views her with admiring Eyes, 
Flutter in Ribbons, or in Titles riſe : 

Sir Epicene enjoys her in his Plume; 

Mp in the learned Wainſcot of a Room: 
By various Ways, all woo the modeſt Maid ; 
Yet loſe the Subſtance, graſping at the Shade. 


Wuo, ſmiling, ſees not with what various Strife, 
Man blindly runs the giddy Maze of Life? 
To the ſame End, ſtill diff rent Means employs, 
This builds a Church, a Temple That deſtroys ; 
Both anxious to obtain a deathleſs Name, 
Yet erring, both miſtake Report for Fame. 
| RETORr, 
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RryorrT, tho' Vulture-like the Name it bear, 
Drags but the carrion Carcaſs thro” the Air; 
While Fame, Jove's nobler Bird, ſuperior flies, 
And, ſoaring, mounts the Mortal to the Skies. 
So * RICHARD's Name to diſtant Ages borne, 
Unhappy RicHarp ſtill is Britain's Scorn : 
Be EpwaRD's wafted on Fame's eagle Wing, 
Each Patriot mourns the long departed King ; 
Yet thine, OEDward ! ſhall to“ 's yield, 
And Dettingen eclipſe a Crefſy's Field. 


THrro' Life's wild Ocean, who would ſafely roam, 
And bring the golden Fleece of Glory home, 
Muſt heedful ſhun the barking Scylla's Roar, 
And fell Charybdi:“ all-devouring Shoar ; 
With ſteady Helm an equal Courſe ſupport, 
*T wixt Faction's Rocks, and Quickſands of a Court; 
By Virtue's Beacon ſtill direct his Aim, 
Thro' Honour's Channel to the Port of Fame. 


YET, on this Sea, how all Mankind are toſt, 
For one that's ſav'd, what Multitudes are loſt ! 
Miſguided by Ambitions treach'rous Light, 

Thro' Want of Skill, few make the Harbour right. 


Hence mark what Wrecks of Virtue, Friendſhip, 
For four dead Letters added to a Name ! [Fame, 


Richard the 2d. 
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Whence dwells ſuch Syren Muſic in a Word, 

Or ſounds not Brutus noble as My Lord? 

Tho* Crowaets, P**y, blazon on thy Plate, 
Adds the baſe Mark one Scruple to its Weight ? 
Tho' Sounds Patrician, ſwell thy Name, O S“ps 
Stretches one Acre hy Plebeian Lands? 

Say, the proud Title meant to plume the Son, 
Why gain by Guilt, what Virtue might have won? 
Vain ſhall the Son his herald Honours trace, 
Whoſe Paren! Peer 's but Patriat in Diſgrace. 


Var, on the ſolemn Head of hoary Age, 
Totters the Mitre, it 4» /.7:;'s Rage, 
To mammon Pow'r, the halow'd Heart incline, 
And Titles only mark the Pri divine. 
Bleſt Race] to whom the golden Age remains, 
Eaſe without Care, and Plenty without Pains; 
For you the Earth unlabour'd Treaſure yields, 
And the rich Sheaves ſpontaneous crown the Fields; 
No toilſom Dews pollute the rev'rend Brow, 
Each holy Hand unharden'd by the Plow ; 
Still burſt the ſacred Garners with their Store, 
And Flails, unccaſing, thunder on the Floor, 


O bounteous Heaven ! yet Heav'n how ſeldom ſhares, 
The titheful Tribute of the Prelate's Pray*rs ! 
Loſt to the Stall, in S**s ſtill they nod, 


And all the Monarch ſteals them from the Ged 
Thy 
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Thy Praiſes, B- w- Kk, every Breaſt inſpire, 

The Throne their Altar, and the Court their Choir ; 
Here earlier Incenſe they devoutly bring, 

Here everlaſting Hallelujahs ſing ; 
Thou ! only Thou ! almighty to 
Thou their great golden Deity of State. 


tranſlate, 


Wo ſeeks on Merit's Stock to graft Succeſs, 
In vain invokes the Ray of Pow'r to bleſs ; 
The Stem, too ſtubborn for the courtly Soil, 
With barren Branches mocks the virtuous Toll. 
More pliant Plants the royal Regions ſuit, 
Where Knowledge ftill is held forbidden Fruit. 
*Tis theſe alone the kindly Nurture ſhare, 
And all Heſperia's golden Treaſures bear. 


LET Folly ſtill be Fortune's fordling Heir, 
And Science meet a Step-dame in the Fair. 
Let Courts, like Fortune, diſinherit Senſe, 
And take the idiot Charge from Providence. 
The idiot Head, the Cap and Bells may fit, 
But how diſguiſe a L***x and P*T ? 


O! once lov'd Youths! Britannia's blooming Hope, 
Fair Freedom's Twins, and once the Theme of PopE; 
What wond'ring Senates on your Accents hung, 

E'er Flattery's Poiſon chill'd the patriot Tongue? 
Rome's ſacred Thunder awes no more the Ear, 
But P**m ſmiles, who trembled once to hear. 


SAY, 


l 
5 
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SAY, whence this Change, leſs galling is the Chain, 
Tho' W., Cr, or a P**M reign? 
If S**s ſtill the poiſonous Bane imbibe, 
And every Palm grows callous with the Brite ; 
If ſev*n long Years mature the venal Voice, 
While Freedom mourns her long defrauded Choice ; 
If Juſtice waves o'er Fraud a lenient Hand, 
And the red Locuſt rages thro' the Land. 


SUXK in theſe Bonds, to BRITAIN what avails, 
Who wields her Swords, or balances her Scales. 
Veer round the Compaſs, Change to Change ſucceed, 
By every Son, the Mother now muſt bleed : 
Vain all her Hoſts, on Foreign Shores array'd, 
Tho' loſt by W**Hn, or preſerv'd by W*Ex. 
Fleets once which ſpread thro? diſtant Worlds her Name 
Now ride inglorious Trophies of her Shame ; * 
While fading Laurels ſhade her drooping Head, (dead! 
And mark her BuRLE1GHs, BLAKEs, and MALBRo5s 


SUCH were thy Sons, O happy IsLE ! of old, 
In Counſcl prudent, and in Action bold: 


* Alluding to the ever-memorable No-Frcar in the Me- 
diterranean : —— As the Nation was, unluckily the only Vic- 
tim on that Occaſion, the Lenity of our Aquarian Judicature 
has, I think, evidently prov'd, that a Courr-1artial and a 
Martial-Court are by no Means ſynonimous Terms. 


Now 
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Now view a P** 14 puzzling o'er thy Fate, 
Loſt in the Maze of a perplex'd Debate: 

And ſage N***x, with fraternal Skill, 

Guard the nice Conduct of a Nation's Quill. 
See Truncheons trembling in the Coward Hand, 
'Pho' bold Rebellion half ſubdue the Land; 
While Ocean's Gop, indignant, wreſts again 
The long deputed Trident of the Main.“ 


SLEEP our /aft Heroes in the ſilent Tomb? 
Why ſpring no future Worthies from the Womb ? 
Not Nature ſure, ſince Nature's ſtill the fame, 
But Education bars the Road to Fame. 

Who hopes for Wiſdom's Crop muſt till the Soul, 
And Virtue's early Leffon ſhould controul : 

To the young Breaſt, who Valour would impart, 
Muſt plant it by Example in the Heart. 


E'ER BRITAIN fell to mimic Modes a Prey, | 
And took the foreign Poliſh of our Day, | 
Train'd to the martial Labours of the Field, 
Our Youth were taught the mafly Spear to wield ; 


* The Reader will readily conclude theſe Lines were writ- 
ten before our worthy Admirals Anson and Warren had fo 


eminently diſtinguiſh'd themſelves in the Service of their 
Country. 


In ; 
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In Halcyon Peace, beneath whoſe downy Wings, 
The Merchant ſmiles, and labouring Peaſant ſings, 
With Civil Arts to guard their Country's Cauſe, 
Direct her Counſels, and defend her Laws: 
Hence a long Race of ancient W orthies roſe, 
Adorn'd the Land, and triumph'd o'er our Foes. 


Ye ſacred Shades ! who thro” th' Elyſian Grove, 
With Rome's fam'd Chiefs, and Grecian Sages rove, 
Bluſh to behold what Arts your Offspring grace, 

Each fopling Heir now marks his Sire's Diſgrace ; 
An Embrio Breed! of ſuch a doubtful Frame, 

You ſcarce could know the Sex but by the Name: 
Fraught with the native Follies of his Home, | 
Torn from the Nurſe, the Babe of Birth muſt roam ; 
Thro' foreign Climes exotic Vice explore, 

And cull each Weed, regardleſs of the Flow'r; 
Proud of thy Spoils, O 7taly and France] 

The ſoft enervate Strain, and cap'ring Dance; 
From Sequan's Streams, and winding Banks of Poe, 
He comes, ye Gods! an all-accompliſh'd Beau 
Unhumaniz'd in Dreſs, with Cheek ſo wan 

He mocks God's Image in the mimic Man : 

Great Judge of Arts ! o'er Toilets now preſides, 
Corrects our Faſhions, or an Opera guides; 

From Tyrant HANDEL rends th' Imperial Bay, 

And guards the Magna Charta of — Sol-fa. 


SICK 
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SICK of a Land where Virtue dwells no more, 
See LiBERTY prepar'd to quit our Shore; 
Pruning her Pinions, on yon beacon'd Height 
The Goddeſs ſtands, and meditates her Flight; 
Now ſpreads her Wings, unwilling yet to fly, 
Again o'er BRITAIN caſts a pitying Eye; 

Loath to depart, methinks I tear her ſay, 
My urge me thus, ungrateful ISLE, away ! 
«© For you, I left Achaia's happy Plains, 

«© For you refign'd my Romans to their Chains; 
« Here fondly fix'd my laſt lov'd favourite Seat, 
% And midſt the mighty Nations made T Hee great; 
« Why urge me then, ungrateful IsLE, away /! 
Again ſhe, fighing, ſays, or ſeems to ſay. 


O STANnnoPE ! * ſkilFd in every moving Art, 
That charms the Ear, or captivates the Heart 
Be your's the Taſk, the Goddeſs to retain, 

And call her Parent Vir Tue back again; 
Improve your Pow'r a ſinking Land to fave, 
And vindicate the Servant from the Slave : 
O] teach the vaſſal Courtier how to ſhare 
The Royal Favour with the Public Pray's : 


* Earl of Chefterfield. 
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Like Latium's GkE Ns ſtem thy Country's Doom, 
And, tho' a C=zsar (mile, remember Roux; 
With all the Patriot dignify the Place, 

And prove at leaſt one Stateſman may have Grace. 


* BRUT US. 
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GYM NASIAD, 


BOXING MATCH. 


A very ſhort, but very curious 


EPIC POEM 


WITH THE 


PROLEGOMENA of Scriblerus Tertius, 
AN D 
NOTES VARIORUM. 


— Nos hæc novimus efſe nibil. Mart. 
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TO THE 


Moſt PurssanT and IN vINcIBLE 


Mr. JOHN BROUGHTOMN. 


>#<X A D this Dedication been addreſſed 
H to ſome Reverend Prelate, or Female 
”*”" Court Favourite, to ſome Blundering 
Stateſman, or Apoſtate Patriot, I ſhould 

doubtleſs have launched into the higheſt En- 
comiums on Public Spirit, Policy, Virtue, Piety, 
&c. and, like the reſt of my Brother Dedica- 
tors, had moſt ſucceſsfully impoſed on their Va- 
nity, by aſcribing to them Qualities they were 
utterly unacquainted with; by which Means I 
had n reap'd the Reward of a Panegyriſt 
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from my Patron, and, at the ſame Time, ſe- 
cur'd the Reputation of a Satyriſ with the 
Public. 


But ſcorning theſe baſe Arts, I preſent 
the following Poem to you, unſway'd by either 
Flattery or Intereſt ; ſince your Modeſty would 
defend you againſt the Poiſon of the one, 
and your known Oeconomy prevent an Au- 
thor's Expectations of the other. I ſhall there- 
fore only tell you, what you really are, and leave 
thoſe (whoſe Patrons are of the higher Claſs) 
to tell them what zhey really are not. But ſuch 
is the Depravity of human Nature, that every 
Compliment we beſtow on another, is too apt 
to be deemed a Satire on ourſelves ; yet ſurely, 
while I am praiſing the Strength of your Arm, 
no Politician can think it meant as a Reflec- 
tion on the Weakneſs of his Head; or while 
I am juſtifying your Title to the Character of 
a Man, will any modern Petit-Maitre think it 
an Impeachment of his Affinity to that of its 
mimic Counterfeit, a Monkey. 


. Were 
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Were I to attempt a Deſcription of your 
Qualifications, I might juſtly have Recourſe 
to the Majeſty of Agamemnon, the Courage of 
Achilles, the Strength of Ajax, and the Wiſ- 
dom of Ulyſſes ; but as your own heroic Acti- 
ons afford us the beſt Mirror of your Merits, I 
ſhall leave the Reader to view in that the ama- 
zing Luſtre of a Character, a few Traits of 
which only, the following Poem was intended 
to diſplay ; and in which, had the Ability of 
the Poet equall'd the Magnanimity of his He- 
ro, I doubt not but the GVMNASTAD had, like 
the immortal ILIADb, been handed down to the 
Admiration of all Poſterity. 


As your ſuperior Merits contributed to- 
wards raiſing you to the Dignities you now en- 
joy, and plac'd you even as the Sarte-GuarD 
of Royalty itſelf, ſo I cannot help thinking 
it happy for the Prince, that he is now able 
to boaſt one real Champion in his Service : 


And what Frenchman would not tremble more 
| D 2 ac 
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at the puiſſant Arm of a BrxovcrTton, than 
at the ceremonious Gauntlet of a D1 m- 
MACK, 


J am, 


with the moſt profound Reſpef? 
to your HEROIC VIRTUES, 
your moſt devoted, 


and moſt bumble Servant. 
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CO EEO X 


SCRIBLERUS TERTIUS 


P O E M 


r T is an old Saying that Neceſſity is 

bbe Mother of Invention; it ſhould 
ſeem then that Poetry, which is a 
= Species of Invention, muſt natural- 

ly derive its Being from the ſame 
Origin; hence it will be eaſy to account for the 
many flimſy Ghoſt-like Apparations, that every 
Day make their Appearance among us; for if 
it be true as Naturaliſts obſerve, that the Health 
and Vigour of the Mother is neceſſary to pro- 
duce the like Qualities in the Child, what Iſſue 
can be expected from the Womb of ſo mea- 
gre a Parent. 


But 
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But there is another Species of Poetry, which, 
inſtead of owing its Birth to the Belly, like M- 
nerva, ſprings at once from the Head; of this 
Kind are thoſe Productions of Wit, Senſe, and 
Spirit, which once born, like the Goddeſs herſelf, 
immediately becomes immortal. It is true, theſe 
are a Sort of miraculous Births, and therefore it is 
no Wonder they ſhould be found ſo rare among 
us. — As Glory is the noble Inſpirer of the lat- 
ter, ſo Hunget is the natural Incentive of the 
former; thus Fame and Food are the Spurs with 
which every Poet mounts his Pegaſus, but as 
the Impetus of the Belly is apt to be more co- 
gent than that of the Head, io you will ever 
lee the one pricking and goading a tir'd Jade to 
a hobling Trot, while the other only incites 
the foaming Steed to a majeſtic Capriol. 

The gentle Reader, it is apprehended, will 
not long be at a Loſs to determine, which Spe- 
cies the following Production ought to be rank'd 
under, but as the Parent moſt unnaturally caſt 
it out as the ſpurious Iſſue of his Brain, and 
even cruelly denies it the common Privilege of 
his Name; ſtruck with the delectable Beauty of 
its Features, I could not avoid adopting the 
little poetic Orphan, and by dreſſing it up with a 
a/ Notes, Ec. preſent it to the Public as perfect 
as poſſible. 


Had 
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Had I, in Imitation of other great Authors, 
only conſulted my Intereſt in the ublication of 
this inimitable Piece, (which doubtleſs will un- 
dergo numerous Impreſſions) I might firſt have 
ſent it into the World nated, then, by the Ad- 
dition of a Commentary, Notes Variorum, Prolego- 
mena, and all that, leyy'd a new Tax upon the 
Public; and after all, by a Sort of modern po- 
etical Legerdemain, changing the Name of the 
principal Hero, and inſerting a few Hypercritics, of 
a flattering Friend's, have render'd the former 
Editions incorrect, and cozen'd the curious 
Reader out of a treble Confideration for the ſame 
Wort; but however this may ſuit the trickin 
Arts of a Bookſeller, it is certainly much be- 
low the ſublime Genius of an Author. I 
know it will be ſaid, that a Man has an equal 
Right to make as much as he can of his Wit, 
as well as of his Money; but then it ought to 
be conſider'd, whether there may not be ſuch a 
Thing as Uſury in both; and the Law having 
only provided againſt it in one Inſtance, is, I 
apprehend, no very moral Plea for the Practice 


of it in the other *. 


* As this may be thought to be particularly aim'd at an 
Author who was lately reported to be dead, (aud whole Loſs 
all Lovers of the Muſes would have the greateſt Reaſon to 
lament) it may not be improper to aſſure the Reader, that ic 
was written, and intended to have been publiſhed, before 

that Report, and was only meant as an Attack upon the 


general 
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The judicious Reader will eaſily perceive, that 
the following Poem in all its Properties par- 
takes of the Epic; ſuch as fighting, ſpeeching, 
bullying, ranting, &c. (to ſay Nothing of the 
Moral} and as many thouſand Verſes are thought 
neceſſary to the Conſtruction of this Kind of 
Poem, it may be objected, that this is too ſhort 
to be rank'd under that Claſs; to which I ſhall 
only anſwer, that as Conciſeneſs is the laſt Fault a 
Writer is apt to commit, ſo it is generally the 
firſt a Reader is willing to forgive; and tho” it 
may not be altogether ſo long, yet I dare ſay, 
it will not be found leſs replete with the true Vis 
poetica, than (not to mention the 1had, Aneid, 

&c.) even Leonidas itlelt. 


It may farther be objected, that the Charac- 
ters of our principal Heros are too humble for 
the Grandeur of the Epic Fable ; but the candid 
Reader will be pleas'd to obſerve, that they are 
not here celebrated in their mechanic, but in their 

heroic 


gencral Abuſe of this Kind As to our Author himſelf, 
he has frequently given public Teſtimonies of his Venera- 
tion for that great Man's Genius; nor may it be unenter- 
taining do the Reader, to acquaint him with one private In- 
tance : Immediately on hearing the Report of Mr. 


Pep:'s Death, he was heard to break forth in the follow- 
ing Exclamaction : 


Pore dead ! H, huſh RE ORT, the and rows Lye 3 


Fame ſay: be (ive, — Immortals never dit. 
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heroic Capacities, as Boxers, who, by the Anci- 
ents themſelves, have ever been eſteem'd wor- 
thy to be immortaliz'd in the nobleſt Works of 
this Nature; of which the Epeus and Euryalus 
of Homer, and the Entellus and Dares of Virgil, 
are inconteſtable Authorities. And as thoſe 
Authors were ever careful, that their principal 
Perſonages, (however mean in themſelves) ſhould 
derive their Pedigree from ſome Deity, or illu- 
ſtrious Hero, ſo our Author has with equal 
Propriety made his ſpring from Phaeton, and 
Neptune; under which Characters, he beautifully 
allegorizes their different Occupations of Ma- 
terman, and Coachman.—But for my own Part, 
I cannot conceive, that the Dignity of the Hero's 
Profeſſion is any ways eſſential to that of the 
Action; for if the greateſt Perſons are guilty of 
the meaneſt Actiont, why not the greateſt 
Attions be aſcrib'd to the meaneſt Perſons. 


As the maln Action of this Poem is entirely 
ſupported by the principal Heroes themſelves, it 
has been maliciouſly inſinuated to be deſign'd, 
as an unmannerly Reflection on a late glorious 
Victory, where it is pretended, the whole Action 
was atchiev'd without the Interpoſition of the 
principal Heroes at ali,—But as the moſt in- 
nocent Meanings may by ill Minds be wreſted 
to the moſt wicked Purpoſes, if any ſuch Con- 
ſtruction ſhould be made, I will venture to af- 

E firm, 
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firm, that it muſt proceed from the factious 
Venom of the Reader, and not from any diſ- 
loyal Malignity in our Author, who is too well 
acquainted with the Power, ever to arraign the 
Purity of Government; beſides, the Poi ce 
of the Sword is too prevalent for that of the 
Pen; and who, when there are at preſent ſo 
many thouſand ananſwerable ſtanding Arguments 
ready to defend, wou'd ever be Quixote enough 
to attack, either the Omnipotence of a Prince, 
or the Omniſcience of his Miniſters ? 


Were I to attempt an Analyſis of this Poem, 
I cou'd demonſtrate that it contains (as much 
as a Piece of ſo ſublime a Nature will admit of) 
all thoſe true Standards of Wit, Humour, Rail- 
lery, Satire, and Ridicule, which a late Wri- 
ter has ſo marvelouſly diſcover'd, and might, on 
the Part of our Author, ſay with that profound 
Critic, — Jada eft Alea; but as the Obſcu- 
rity of a Beauty too ſtrongly argues the Want 
of one, fo an Endeavour to elucidate the Me- 
rits of the following Performance, might be 
apt to give the Reader a diſadvantageous Im- 
preſſion againſt it, as it might tacitly imply 
they were too myſterious to come within the 
Compaſs of his Comprehenſion; I ſhall there- 
fore leave them to his more curious Obſerva- 
tion, and bid him heartily Farewell Lege 
& delefare. | 


SCRIBLERUS TERTICS. 


T H E 


AR GU M E N T 
OF THE 


HE Invocation, the Propofition, the Night 
before the Battle deſcribd; the Morning opens, 
and diſcovers the Multitude baſting to the Place of 
Aclion; their various Profeſſions, Dignities, &c. 


illustrated; the Spectators being ſeated, the youthful 


Combatants are firſt introduc'd ;, their Manner of 
Fighting diſplay'd ; to theſe ſucceed the Champions 
of a bigher Degree, their ſuperior Abilities mark'd, 
\ ſome of the moſt Eminent particularly celebrated; 
mean while, the principal Heroes are repreſented 
fitting, and ruminating on the approaching Combat, 
when the Herald ſummons them to the Lifts. 
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ING, fing, O Muſe, the dire con- 

And bloody Honours of that dreadful 
Day, 

When Phazton's bold Son (tremendous Name) 


Dar'd Neptunes Offspring to the Lifts of Fame, 
| 5 What 


V. 3, 4. When Phaeton's b:1d Son It is uſual for Poets 
Dared N, 's Offipring. call the Sons after the 
Names of their Fathers, as Agamemnon the Son of Atreus, 
and Achilles the Son of Peleus, are frequently term'd Pelides 
and Atrides ; our Author would doubtleſs have follow'd this 
laudable Example, but he found Broughtonides and Stepben- 
foniges, os their Contractions, too unmuſical for Metre, and 
therefore with wonderful Art adopts two poetical Parents, 
which obviates the Difficulty, and at the ſame Time heightens 
the Dignity of his Heroes. Bentleides, 
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5 What Fury fraught Thee with Ambition's Fire, 
Ambition, equal Foe to Son and Sire ? 
One, hapleſs fell by Fove's ætherial Arms, 

And One, the Triton's mighty Pow'r diſarms. 


Now all lay huſh'd within the Folds of Night, 

10 And faw in painted Dreams th' important Fight 
While Hopes and Fears alternate turn the Scales, 
And now this Hero, and now that prevails ; 
Blows and imaginary Blood ſurvey, 

Then waking, watch the flow Approach of Day. 
15 When, lo! Aurora in her ſaffron Veſt, 

Darts a glad Ray, and gilds the ruddy Eaſt. 


Forth iſſuing now all ardent ſeek the Place, 


Sacred to Fame, and the Athletic Race; 


J. 6. Ambition equal Foe to Son and Sire?) It has been 
maintain'd by ſome Philoſophers, that the ns of the 
Mind are in Meaſure hereditary, as well as the Features 
of the Body; according to this Doctrine, our Author beau- 
tifully repreſents the Frailty of Ambition deſcending from 
Father to Son. and as Original Sm may in ſome Sort 
be accounted for on this Syſtem, it is very probable our 
Author had a theological, as well as phyfical, and mora ] Mean- 
ing in this Verſe. 


For the latter Part of this Note, we are oblig'd to an 
eminent Divine. 
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As from their Hive the cluſtꝰ ting Squadrons pour, 
20 O'er fragrant Meads to fip the vernal Flow'r ; 

So from each Inn the legal Swarms impel, 

Of banded Seers, and Pupils of the Quill. 

Senates and Shambles pour forth all their Store, 

Mindful of Mutton, and of Laws no more ; 
25 E'en Maney Bills, uncourtly, now muſt wait, 

And the fat Lamb has one more Day to bleat. 

The 


V. 21. legal Swarms impel,) An ingenious Critic of my 
Acquaintance objected to this Simile, and would by no 
means admit the Compariſon between Bees and Lawyers to 
be juſt; ene, he ſaid, was an induſtrious, harmleſs, and uſe- 
ful Species, none of which Properties could be affirm'd of 
the other, and therefore he thought the Drone, that lives on 
the Plunder of the Hive, a more proper Archetype I muft 
confeſs myſelf in ſome Meaſure inclin'd to ſubſcribe my 
Friend's Opinion; but then we muſt conſider, that our Au- 
thor did not intend to deſcribe their Qualities, but their Num- 
ber, and in this Reſpect no one, I think, can have any Ob- 
jection to the Propricty of the Compariſon. | 


V. 24. and of Laws no more;] The original MS, has 
it, Bribes, but as this might ſeem to caſt an invidious Aſper- 
fon on a certain Aſſembly, remarkable for their Abhorrence 
of Venality ; and at the ſame Time, might ſubject our Pub. 
liſher to ſome little Incoveniences, I thought it prudent to 
ſoften the Expreſſion ; beſides, I think this Reading readers 
our Author's Thought more natural ; for tho' we ſee the 

moſt trifling Avocations are able to draw off their Attgation 
from the publie Utility, yet nothing is ſufficignt to divert a 
Ready Purſuit of their private Emo/ument. 


< ET” 


1 


The Highway Knight now draws his Piſtol's Load, 
Refts his faint Steed, and this Day franks the Road. 
Bailiffs, in Crouds, neglect the dormant Writ, 
30 And give another Sunday to the Wit; 
He too would hie, but ah! his Fortunes frown, 
Alas ! the fatal Paſsport's——Half a Crown. 
Shoals preſs on Shoals, from Palace and from Cell, 
Lords yield the Court, and Butchers Clerkemuell. 
35 St. Giles Natives, never known to fail, 
All who have haply ſcap'd th' obdurate Jail ; 
There many a martial Son of Tot? nbam lies, 
Bound in Deveilian Bands, a Sacrifice 
To angry Juſtice, nor muſt view the Prize. 
40 Aſ- 


FV. 28. this Day franks the Road.) Our Poet here art- 
fully infinuates the Dignity of the Combat, he is about ta 
celebrate, by it's being able to prevail on a Highwayman, 
to lay aſide his Buſineſs, to become a Spectator of it. 
and as, on this Occaſion, he makes him forſake his dai 
Bread, while the Senator only neglects the Bufin'ſ5 of the 
Nation, it may be obſerv'd, how ſatirically he gives the Pre- 
ference in point of Difintereieane/s to the Highwayman. 


F. 37. There many a martial Son, &c.) The unwary 
Reader may from this Paſſage be apt to conclude, that an 
Amphitheatre is little better than a Nurſery for the Gallows, 
and that there is a Sort of phyſical Connection between 
Boxing and Thieving ; but altho' Boxing may be a uſeful In- 

edient in a Thief, yet it does not arily make him one. 

xing is the Effect, not the Cauſe, and Men are not os 
| auſe 


£ 
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40 Aſſembl'd Myriads croud the circling Seats; 
High for the Combat every Boſom beats, 
Each Boſom partial for it's Hero bold, 
Partial thro' Friendſhip, —or depending Gold. 


But firſt, the infant Progeny of Mars 
45 Join in the Lifts, and wage their pigmy Wars ; 
Train'd to the manual Fight, and bruiſeful Toil, 
The Stop defenſive, and gymnaſtic Foil; 
With nimble Fiſts their early Proweſs ſhew, 
And mark the future Hero in each Blow. 


50 To theſe, the hardy iron Race ſucceed, 
All Sons of Heckley and fierce Brick/treet breed; 
Mature 


becauſe they are Boxers, but Boxers becauſe they are Thieves. 
Thus Tricking, Lying, Evaſion (with ſeveral other ſuch 
like cardinal Virtues,) are a Sort of Properties —— | 
to the Practice of the Law, as well as to the mercuria 

Profeſſion. But would any one therefore infer that every 
Lawyer muſt be a Thief. | Scholiaſt. 


V. 44. infant Progeny of Mar] Our Author in this De- 
ſcription alludes to the Laſus Trejæ of Virgil, 
Incedunt Pueri — 


Troe Juventus 
Pugneque ciunt fimulachra ſub ar mis. 


F. 51. Hockley and fierce Brickflreet Breed.) Two famous 
Athletic Seminaries. 
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Mature in Valour, and inur'd to Blond, 
Daunt eſs each Foe in Form terrific ſtuod ; 
Their callous Bodies frequent in the Fray, 

55 Mock'd the fell Stroke, nor to its Force gave Way. 
Mongſt theſe Glavericus, not the laſt in Fame, 
And he whoſe Clog delights the beauteous Dame ; 
Nor leaſt thy Praiſe, whole artificial Light, 

In Dian's Abſence gilds the Clouds of Night. 


bo While theſe the Combat's direful Arts diſplay, 
And ſhare the bloody Fortunes of the Day, 
Each Hero fat, revolving in his Soul, 


The various Means that might his Foe controul ; 


Conqueſt and Glory each proud Boſom warms, 
65 When, lo! the Herald ſummons' them to Arms. 


V. 57. And he whoſe Clig, &c.] Here we are preſented 
with a laudable Imitation of the ancient Simplicity of Man- 
ners; for as Cincinnatus diſdain d not the homely Employ- 
ment of a Ploughman, ſo we ſee our Hero 3 to 
the humble Occupation of a Clog-Maker; and this is the more 
to be admir'd, as it is one Characteriſtic of modern Heroiſm, 
to be either above or below any Occupation at all. 


V. 3 8. whoſe artificial Light,] Various and violent have been 
the Controverſies, whether our Author here intended to cele- 
brate a Lamp-lighter, or a Link-boy ; but as there are Heroes 
of both Capacities at preſent in the School of Honour, it is 
difficult to determine, whether the Poet alludes to a Wells 
or a Buckhor /+, 


F THE 
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A R G U M E N T 


OF THE 
SECOND BO OK. 


. ee e enters the Lifts, a De- 

ſcription of his Figure; an Encomium on his 
Abilities, with reſpeft to the Character of Coach- 
man. Broughton advances ; his reverend Form 
deſcribd; his ſuperior Skill in the Management of 
the Lighter and Wherry diſplay'd ; his Triumph of 
the Badge celebrated; bis Speech; bis former Vic- 
tories recounted ; the Preparation for the Combat, 
and the Horror of the Speftators *. 


* Argument.) It was doubtleſs in Obedience to Cuſtom, 
and the Example of other great Poets, that our Author 
has thought proper to prefix an Argument to each Book, 
being minded that nothing ſhould be wanting in the nſual 
Paraphernalia of Works of this Kind. —For my own Part, 
I am at a Loſs to account for the Uſe of them, unleſs it be 
to ſwell a Volume, or like Bills of Fare, to advertiſe the 
Reader what he is to expect; that if it contains nothing likely 
to ſuit his Taſte, he may preſerve his Appetite for the next 


Courſe. 
B O O K 


32 RS T, to the Fight, advanc'd the 


FM High Hopes of Glory on his Brow 
FR xe at appear ; 
PPPs Terror vindictive flaſhes from his 


Eye; | 
(To one 4 Fates the viſual Ray deny) 
5 Fierce glow'd his Looks, which ſpoke his inward 
Rage, | 
He leaps the Bar, and bounds upon the Stage. 
The Roofs re-eccho with exulting Cries, 
And all behold him with admiring Eyes. 
IIl-fated Youth, what raſh Deſires could warm, 


zo Thy manly Heart to dare the Triton's Arm? 
F 2 Ah! 


FV. 6. 7. He leaps the Bar, &c. j See the Deſcriptions of 
The Roofs re-eccho ] Dares in Virgil. 


Nec mora, continuo vaſtis cum viribus effert 
Ora Darer, magnoque virum /e murmure tollit, 


361 


Ah! too unequal to theſe martial Deeds, 

Tho' none mote ſkill'd to rule the foaming Steeds. 

The Courſers, ſtill obedient to thy Rein, 

Now urge their Flight, or now their Flight reſtrain. 
15 Had mighty Diomed provok'd the Race, 

Thou far had'ſt left the Grecian in Diſgrace. 

Where-e'er you drove, each Inn confeſs'd your 

Sway, | 
Maids brought the Dram, and Oſtlers flew with 


Hay. 
But know, tho” ſkill'd to guide the rapid Car, 


20 None wages like thy Foe the manual War. 


Now Neptune's Offspring dreadfully ſerene, 
Of Size gigantic, and tremendous Mien, 
Steps forth, and *midſt the fated Lifts appears; 
Reverend his Form, but yet not worn with Years. 
25 To him none equal in his youthful Day, 
With feather'd Oar to ſkim the liquid Way ; 
Or thro' thoſe Streights whoſe Waters ſtun the Ear, 


The loaded Lighter's bulky Weight to ſteer. 
Soon 


F. 19 But knew, tba 5kill'd) Here our Author inculcates 
a fine Moral, by ſhewing how apt Men are to miſtake their 
Talents; but were Men only to act in their proper Spheres, 
how often ſhould we ſee the Parſer in the Pew of the Pea- 
ant, the Autber in the Character of his Hawker, or a Bean 
in the Livery of his Foetman, &c. 


[ 37 ] 


Soon as the Ring their ancient Warrior view'd, 

30 Joy fd the Hearts, and thund'ring Shouts enſu'd ; 
Loud as when o'er Thameſis gentle Flood, 
Superior with the T7:ton Youths he row'd ; 

While far a-head his winged Wherry flew, 
Touch'd the glad Shore, and claim'd the Badge its Due. 


35 Then thus indignant he accoſts the Foe, 
(While high Diſdain fat prideful on his Brow :) 
Long has the Laurel Wreath victorious ſpread 
Its ſacred Honours round this hoary Head ; 
The Prize of Conqueſt in each doubtful Fray, 


40 And dear Reward of many a dire-fought Day. 
Now Youth's cold Wane the vigorous Pulſe has 


chas'd, 
Froze all my Blood, and every Nerve unbrac'd, 
Now, 


V. 34. the Badge its Due.) A Prize given by Mr. Dogget, 
to be annually conteſted on ti.e firſt of Jugu/?, as among 
the Ancients, Games and Sports were celebrated on mourn- 
ful. as well as joyful Events, there has been ſome Contro- 
verſy, whether our /oval Comedian meant the Compliment to 
the ſetting or ring Monarch of h Day; but as the Plate 
has a Horfe for its Device, I am induc'd to impute it to the 
latter; and, doubtleſs, he prudently confider'd, that as a 
living Dog is better than a dead Lien, the living Horſe had, 
at Icaſt, an equal Tit e to the ſame Preference. 


F. 42. Frexe all my Bld,] See Virgil. 
Sed enim gelidus tardante ſrnedta 
Sanguis hebet, frigintque eff et@ in corpore wires. 
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Now, from theſe Temples ſhall the Spoils be torn, 
In ſcornful Triumph by my Foe be worn ? 
45 What then avails my various Deeds in Arms, 
If this proud Creſt thy feeble Force diſarms ! 
Loft be my Glories to recording Fame, 


When foil'd by Thee, the Coward blaſts my Name. 
I, who e er Manhood my young Joints had knit, 


50 Firſt taught the fierce Grettanius to ſubmit ; 

While drench'd in Blood, he proftrate preſs'd the 
Floor, 
And inly groan'd the fatal Words more. 
Mllenius too, who ev'ry Heart diſmay'd, 
Whoſe Blows, like Hail, flew rattling round the 
Head; 

55 Him oft the Ring beheld with weeping Eyes, 

Stretch'd on the Ground, reluctant yield the Prize. 
Then 


V. go. Fierce Grettonius to ſubmit;] Gretton, the moſt 
famous Athleta in his Days, over whom our Hero obtain'd 
his maiden Prize. 


V. 52. Allenias too, &c.] Vulgarly known by the plebeian 
Name of Pipes, which a S will have, to be de- 
rived from the Art and Myſtery of Pipe- mating, in which 
it is affirm'd this Hero was an Adept. As he was 
the Delicium pugnacis generis, our Author, with marvellous 
Judgment, repreſents the Ring weeping at his Defeat. 


F. 54. Wheſe Blows like Hail, &c.] Virgil. 
| quam multa grandine nimbi 
Culminibus crepitant. 
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Then fell the Swain, with whom none cer could 
vie, 
Where Harrow's Steeple darts into the Sky. 
Next the bold Youth a bleeding Victim lay, 
60 Whoſe waving Curls the Barber's Art diſplay. 
You too this Arm's temendous Proweſs know; 
Raſh Man, to make this Arm again thy Foe ! 


This ſaid -the Heroes for the Fight prepare, 
Brace their big Limbs, and brawny Bodies bare. 
65 The ſturdy Sinews all aghaſt behold, 
And ample Shoulders of atlean Mould ; 
Like Titan's Offspring, who *gainſt Heav'n trove, 
So each, tho' mortal, ſeem'd a Match for Fove. 


Now 


V. 57. Then ful! the Swain, ] TFeoffery Birch, who, in ſeve- 


ral Encounters, ſerv'd only to augment the Number of our 
Hero's Triumphs. | 


V. 59. Next the bold Youth) As this Champion is ſtill 
living, and even diſputes the Palm of Manhood with our 
Hero himſelf, I ſhall leave him to be the Subject of Immor- 
tality in ſome future Gymnaſead, ſhould the Superiority of 
his Proweſs ever j uſtify his Title to the Corona Pugnea. 


F. 63. This ſaid, &c.) Virgil. 
Hec fatus, duplicem ex Humeris rejecit Anictum; 


Et magnos Membroram Artus, magna ofſa lacertoſque 
E xuit, 
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Now round the Ring a filent Horror reigns, 
70 Speechleſs each Tongue, and bloodleſs all their 
Veins. 
When lo! the Champions give the dreadful Sign, 
And Hand in Hand in friendly Token join; 
Thoſe iron Hands, which ſoon upon the Foe, 
With Giant Force muſt deal the deathful Blov/. 


T 8K 


ARGUME N T 


OF THE 


THIRD BOOK. 


| A Deſcription of the Battle; Stephenſon 7s 

vanquiſhed ; the Manner of his Body being 
carried off by his Friends; Broughton claims the 

Prize, and takes his final Leave of the Stage. 


L 42 ] 
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l is the Center now they fix 
in Form, 
Eye meeting Eye, and Arm oppos'd 
to Arm; 
With wily Feints each other now 
provoke, 
And cautious meditate th* impending Stroke. 
5 Th' impatient Youth, inſpir'd by Hopes of Fame, 
Firſt ſped his Arm, unfaithful to its Aim; 
The wary Warrior, watchful of his Foe, 
Bends back, and ſcapes the Death-defigning Blow; 
With 


J. 7, 8.—— watchful of his Foe, 
Bends back, and ſcapes the Death-defigning Blow; I irgil. 
1. [Tum venientem a vertice velox 


Pravidit, celeriqus elapſus corpore ceffit. 
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With erring Glance it ſounded by his Ear, 

10 And whizzing, ſpent its idle Force in Air. 
Then quick advancing on the unguarded Head, 
A dreadful Show'r of Thunderbolts he ſhed ; 
As when a Whirlwind from ſome Cavern broke, 
With furious Blaſts, aſſaults the Monarch Oak, 

15 This Way and that its lofty Top it bends, 
And the fierce Storm the crackling Branches rends. 
So wav'd the Head, and now to left and right, 
Rebounding flies, and craſh'd beneath the Weight. 


Like the young Lion wounded by a Dart, 
20 Whoſe Fury kindles at the galling Smart; 
The Hero rouzes with redoubled Rage, 
Flies on his Foe, and foams upon the Stage. 
G 2 Now 


V. 10. its idle Force in Air,] Idem 


ire in ventum eff udit _ 


V. 19. Like the young Lion) It may be obſerv'd, that our 
Author has treated the Reader but with one Simile through- 
out the two foregoing Books, but in order to make him ample 
Amends, has given him no leſs than fix in this. Doubtleſs 
this was in Imitation of Hz:mer, and artfully intended to 
heighten the Dignity of the main Action, as well as our 
Admiration, towards the Concluſion of his Work.. 
Finis coronat Opus. 


[ 44 ] 


Now grapling, both in cloſe Contention join, 
Legs lock in Legs, and Arms in Arms entwine 


25 They ſweat, they heave, each tugging Nerve they 
ſtrain, 

Both fix'd as Oaks, their ſturdy Trunks ſuſtain. 

At length the Chief his wily Art difplay'd, 

Poiz'd on his Hip the hapleſs Youth he laid; 

Aloft in Air his quiv'ring Limbs he throw'd, 

30 Then on the Ground down daſh'd the pondrous 
Load. 

So ſome vaſt Ruin on a Mountain's Brow, - 

Which tott'ring hangs, and dreadful nods below, 

When the fierce Tempeſt the Foundation rends, 

Whirl'd thro' the Air with horrid Cruſh deſcends, 


35 Bold and undaunted up the Hero roſe, 
Fiercer his Boſom for the Comba glows ; 


Shame ſtung his manly Heart, and fiery Rage 
New ſteel'd each Nerve, redoubl'd War to wage. 


Swift 


F. 24. Arms in Arms enterine;] Virgil. 
Immiſcentque manus manibus, pugnamgue laceſſunt. 


F. 35. Bald and undaunted, &c.] Virgil. 


At non tardatus Caſu, neque territus Heros, 
Acrior ad pugnam edit, & Vim ſuſcitat Ira. 
Tum Puyder inet ndr Vires ——— 


— — 
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Swift to revenge the dire Diſgrace he flies, 
40 Again ſuſpended on the Hip he lies; 
Daſh'd on the Ground, again had fatal fell, 
Haply the Barrier caught his flying Heel; 
There faſt it hung, th' impriſon'd Head gave Way, 
And the ſtrong Arm defrauded of its Prey. 
45 Vain ſtrove the Chief to whirl the Mountain o'er, 
It ſlipt he headlong rattles on the Floor. 
Around the Ring loud Peals of Thunder riſe, 
And Shouts exultant eccho to the Skies, 


Up- 


V. 42. Haply the Barrier, &c.] Our Author, like Homer 
himſelf, is no leſs to be admir'd in the Character of an Hi- 
ſtorian than in that of a Poet; we ſee him here faithfully re- 
citing the moſt minute Incidents of the Battle, and inform- 
ing us, that the youthful Hero being on the Lock, muſt 
again inevitably have come to the Ground, had not his Heel 
catch'd the Bar, and that his Antagoniſt, by the Violence of 
his ſtraining, flipt his Arm over his Head, and by that 
Means receiv'd the Fall he intended the Enemy I 
thought it incumbent on me as a Commentator to ſay thus 
much, to illuſtrate the Meaning of our Author, which 
might ſeem a little obſcure to thoſe who are unacquainted 
with Conflicts of this Kind. 


V. 48. eccho to the Skies, &c.] Virgil. 
| It Clamor Cœlo — 


The learned Reader will perceive our Author's frequent 
Alluſions to Virgil, and whether he intended them as Tran- 
ſlations or Imitations of the Raman Poet, muſt give us aha 

ut 
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Uplifted now inanimate he ſeems, 

50 Forth from his Noſtrils guſh the purple Streams; 
Gaſping for Breath, and impotent of Hand, 
The Youth beheld his Rival ſtagg'ring ſtand. 
But he, alas ! had felt th' unnerving Blow, 
And gaz'd unable to aflault the Foe. 


55 As when two Monarchs of the brindl'd Breed 
Diſpute the proud Dominion of the Mead, 
They fight, they foam, then weary'd in the Fray, 
Aloof retreat, and low'ring ſtand at Bay. 
So ſtood the Heroes, and indignant glar'd, 
Go While grim with Blood their rueful Fronts were 
{mear'd ; 
Till with returning Strength new Rage returns, 
Again their Arms are ſteel'd, again each Boſom 
burns, 


Inceſſant now their hollow Sides they pound, 
Loud on each Breaſt the bounding Bangs reſound ; 


65 Their 


but as in our modern Productions, we find Imitation; are 
generally nothing more than bad Tranfations, and Tranſ/ations 
nothing more than bad Imitations; it would equally I ſup- 


poſe ſatisfy the Gall of the Critic, ſhould theſe unluckily 
tall within either Deſcription. 


v. 63. Inceſſunt now, &c.] Virgil. 
: 5 , a Multa 
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65 Their flying Fiſts around the Temples glow, 
And the Jaws crackle with the maſſy Blow. 
The raging Combat ev'ry Eye appalls, 
Strokes following Strokes, and Falls ſucceeding Falls. 
Now droop'd the Youth, yet urging all his Might, 
70 With feeble Arm ſtill vindicates the Fight. 
Till on the Part where heav'd the panting Breath, 
A fatal Blow impreſs'd the Seal of Death. 
Down dropt the Hero, welt'ring in his Gore, 
And his ftretch'd Limbs lay quiv'ring on the Floor. 
75 So when a Faulcon ſkims the airy Way, 
Stoops from the Clouds, and pounces on his Prey; 
Daſh'd on the Earth the feather'd Victim lies, 
Expands its feeble wings, and, flutt'ring, dies. 
His faithful Friends their dying Hero rear'd, 
80 O'er his broad Shoulders dangling hung his Head; 


Drag- 


Multa Viri neguicguam inter Se wulnere jactant: 
Multa cavo lateri ingeminant & pectore vaſtos 
Dant fonitus, erratque aures & tempora circum 


Crebra manus: duro crepitant ſub vulncre Male. 


F. 79. His faithful Friends] Virgil. 
Aſt illum fidi FEquales, genua ægra trahentem, 
Jactantemque utraque caput, craſſumgue cruorem 
Ore cjectantem, miſto/que ic ſanguine dentes, 
Ducunt ad nave; — 


—_ —_ „„ 
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Dragging its Limbs, they bear the Body forth, 


Maſh'd Teeth and clotted Blood came iſſuing from 
his Mouth. | 


Thus then the Victor ccoleſtial Pow'r ! 
Who gave this Arm to boaſt one Triumph more. 
85 Now grey in Glory, let my Labours ceaſe, 
My blood-ſtain'd Laurel wed the Branch of Peace ; 
Lur'd by the Luſtre of the golden Prize, 
No more in Combat this proud Creſt ſhall riſe ; 
To future Heroes future Deeds belong, 
90 Be mine the Theme of ſome immortal Song. 


This ſaid——he ſeiz'd the Prize, while round 
| the Ring, 
High ſoar'd Applauſe on Acclamation's Wing. 


F. 83, No more in Combat, &c.) Tdem. 
— 1 Victor ceſ/tus, artemgque repons, 


TI 


> 


RK PISTLE 
T O 


Dr. THO MPSO MN. 


Sed quia mente minus validus, quam corpore toto, 


Nil audire velim, nil diſcere, quod levet ægrum, 
Fidis offendar medici Hor. 


By Mr. WHiTEHEAD. 


— CCC RCCCCVRY C _ _ _ — —ſſk—k—XAY ————_—_— 


| WB. You! 


| H E Reader will perceive, from two or three paſſages 
in the follmwing Epiſtle, that Part of it was written 
ſome time ſince, nor indee{ wortd the while of it have ow 
been thought intereſting enough to the Public, to have paſſed 
the Preſs, had not the phyſecal Perſecution, carried on againſt 
the Gentleman to whom it is addreſſed, provoked the Pub- 
lication.—— ben a Body of Men, too proud to own their 
Errors, and fe prudent 75 fart with their Fees, Hall 
(with their Legion of Underſtrappers) enter into a Con- 
ſpiracy againſt a Brather- Practitioner, only for honeſtly en- 
deavonring to moderate the one, and rectiſy the other; 
fuch a Body, our Author apprehends, becomes a juſtifiable 
Object of Satire; and only. wiſhes his Pin had, on this 


Orcafrms a his Efficacy with-thewr 5: 
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Em ge + he ARA ee © 
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Leet 
A N 


EP1I1S T. LE 


Dr. T HOM P S O N. 


H I, do you aſk? © that in this courtly 


2 vy «© Dance 
87 6 Of In and Out; it n&er was yet my 
& Chance, 


f To baſk beneath a Stateſman's fot ring Smile, 
% And ſhare the Plunder of the public Spoil.” 


E'er wants my Table, the Health-chearing Meal, 
With Banſtead Mutton crcwa'd, or ES Veal ? 
L 2 Smokes 


0 
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Smokes not from Lincoln-meads the ſtately Loin, 
Or roſy Gammon of Hantonian Swine ? 

From Dorkin's Rooſts, the feather'd Victims bleed 
And Thames ftill wafts me Ocean's ſcaly Breed. 
Tho” Gallia's Vines, their coſtly Juice deny, 

Still Tajo's Banks, the jocund Glaſs ſupply, 


7 


Still diſtant Worlds nectareous Treaſures roll, 


And either India ſparkles in my Bowl; 
Or Devon's Boughs, or Dorſet's bearded Fields, 
To Britain's Arms, a Britiſh Beverage yields. 


Rich in theſe Gifts, why ſhould I wiſh for more ? 
Why barter Conſcience, for ſuperfluous Store ? 
Or haunt the Levee of a Purſe-proud Peer 
To rob poor F—d—yg of the curule Chair “. 
Let the lean Bard, whoſe Belly, void of Bread, 


Puffs up Pierian Vapours to his Head, FR 


It is reported, that during the Time Mr. Aliſen was Se- 
cretary of State, when his old Friend and Ally Ambro/e Phil. 
lips apply'd to him for ſome Preferment, the Great Man 
very coolly anſwer' d, that, He thought he had already 
% provided for him, by making him Juſtice for W:ftminſter .” 
To which the Bard, with ſome Indignation, reply'd, © Tho” 
Poetry was a Trade he could not live by, yet he ſcorn'd to 
owe his Subſiſtance to another, which he ng not to live 
by.” —— However great Men in our Days may practice the 
Secretary's Prudence, certain it is, the Perſon here pointed at 
was very far from making a Precedent of his Brother Poet's 
Princięles. 
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In Birth-day Odes, his flimſy Fuſtian vent, 
And torture Truth into a Compliment ; 
Wear out the Knocker of a Creat Man's Door, 
Be Pimp and Poet, furniſh Rhime or Whore ; 
Or fetch and carry, for ſome fooliſh Lord, 
To ſneak a fitting * ootman at his Board. 

Tf ſuch the Arts that captivate the Great, 


Be your's, ye Bards ! the Sun- ſnine of a State 
For Place or Penſion proftitute each Line, 
Make Gods of Kings, and Minifters divine: 


Swear St. John's ſelf could neither read nor write, 
And * * * + out-bravoes Mars in Fight 
Call D * * Patriot, Willes t a legal Tool, 
Horace \| a Wit, and Dodington a Fool. 
Such be your venal Taſk ; while bleſt with Eaſe, 
Tis mine, to ſcribble when, and what I pleaſe. 
« Hold! 


+-It is apprehended, our modern Campaigns cannot fail 
of furniſhing the Reader with a proper Supply ior this 
Paſſage. | 


T Lord Hick Apmiral Willes—a Title by which, 
this excellent Chief Magiſtrate is often diſtirguiiſh'd among 
our Marine, for his ſpirited Vindication of the Suprema 
of the Civil Flac; and rectifying the martial Mi/tates of 
ſome late naval Tribunals. 


A certain Modern of that Name, whoſe ſole Pretenſion 
to this Character (except a little arch Buffoonery) conſiſts 
in a truly poetical Negligence of his Perſon, 


[ 78 ] 


© Hold! what you pleaſe? (Sir D* cries) my 

« Friend, | 

c Say? muſt my Labours never, never end; 

« Still doom'd 'gainſt wicked Wit, my Pen to draw, 

& Correct each Bard, by critic Rules of Law; 

« Twixt Guilt and Shame the legal Buckler piace, 

* And guard each courtly Culprit from Diſgrace! 

4 Hard Taſk ! ſhould ſhould future Jurymen inherit 

«© The City-Twelve's ſelf-judging Britifh ſpirit *.“ 


While You, my TromesoNn ! 'Spite of Med'cine 
ſave, 
Mark ! how the College peoples every Grave : 
See ! MA transfer Eſtates, from Sire to Son, 
And * bar Succeſſion to a Throne + ; 


Sce! 


* Alluding to the conſtitutional Verdi& given on the 
Trial of WILLIAu Owen, for publiſhing The Caſe of the 
Honourable Alexander Murray, E⁴; 


+ This Line furniſhes a melancholy Memento of the moſt 
fatal Cataſtrophe that perhaps ever befel this Nation. Among 
the various tributary Verſes which flowed on that Occaſion, 
our Author wrote the following ; and which he here takes 
the Liberty to inſert, being willing to ſeize every Opportu- 
nity, to pe te his Senſe of our public Loſs, in the Death 
of that truly PaTz1oT-PrINCE. 


When 
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See | S ſcarce leave the Paſſing-bell a Fee, 
And NM** ſet the captive Huſband free; | 
Tho' widow'd Julia giggles in her Weed, 

Yet who arraigns the Doctor for the Deed ? 
O'er Life and Death, all abſolute his Will, 
Right the Preſcription, whether cure or kill. 


Nat ſo, —whoſe Practice is the Mind's Diſeaſe, 
His Potion muſt not only cure, but pleaſe ; 
Apply the Cauſtic to the callous Heart, 

Undone's the Doctor, if the Patient ſmart ; 
Superior Powers his mental Bill controul, 
And Law corrects the Phyſic of the Soul “. 


Shall 
When Jove late rewolving the State of Mankind, 


"Mong Britons, no Traces of Virtue could find, 

O'er the Iſland, indignant, He ater $5 forth his Rod, 

Earth trembled, and Ocean ledg'd the GO F. 
Still provokt'd by our Crimes, Heaven's Vengeance ta how, 

Ammon graſping his Bolts. aim d at Britain the Blow; 

But pauſing mare dreadful, bis Wrath to evince, 

Threw the Thunder afide, and ſent Fate for the PrinCs. 


+ Alluding to the preceding Earthquakes, 


* A like Correction, with regard to the Phyſic of the 
ys, prove no bad Security for the Life and Proper- 
ty of the Patient, as the Faculty are at preſent accountable 
to no other Power but that of Heaven, for the Rectitude of 
their Conduct. And perhaps, ag civilized Nation ** 
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Shall Galen's Sons, with Privilege deſtroy, 

And I, not one found Alterative employ ? 

To drive the rank Diſtemper from within; 

Or is Man's Life leſs precious than his Sin? 

With palſy'd Hand, ſhould Juſtice hold the Scale, 

And o'er a Judge, Court-complaifance prevail, 

Satire's ſtrong Doſe the Malady requires, 

I write—when lo! the Bench indignant fires ; 

Each hoary Head erects its Load of Hair, 

Their Furs all briſtle, and their Eye-balls glare ; 

In Rage they roar, © With reverend Ermin ſport ! 

& Scize ! Seize him, Tipſtaff !-—— * Tis Contempt 
of Court.” 


Led by the Meteor of a Mitre's Ray, 
If Sian's Sons, thro' Paths unhallow'd, ftray, 
For courtly Rites, neglect each rubric Rule, 
Quit all the Saint, and truckle all the Tool ; 
Their Maker only in the Monarch ſee, 


Nor cer omit at BRunswick's Name the Knee. 
To 


ford ſuch an Inſtance of phyſical Anarchy as ours, where 
the Surgeon is permitted to uſurp the Province of the Phy- 
fician, and the Apothecary plumes himſelf in the Perriwig 
and Plunder of both Profeſſions. In a public-ſpirited 
Endeavour to cure this Anarchy, and reſtore a proper Diſ- 
cipline in Practice, conſiſts a Tugweson's Empiriciſm. 
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To cure this loyal Lethargy of Grace, 

And rouze to Heaven again, its recreant Race, 
Say ! ſhould the Muſe, with one irreverend Line, 
Probe but the mortal Part of the Divine ; 

"Tis Blaſphemy, by every Prieſt decreed, 

No Benefit of Clergy, may I plead ; 

When every Cannon * pointed at my Head, 
Alive, I'm cenſur'd, and I'm damn'd, when dead. 


Lawyer and Prieſt, like Doctors, ſtill agree, 
"Tis theirs to give Advice, tis ours the Fee 
To them alone, all earthly Rule is giv'n, 
Diploma'd from St. Fames's, and from Heav'n. 


Yet, Ills there are, nor Bench, nor Pulpit reach, 
In vain may Ryder charge, or Sherlock preach ; 
For Law too mighty and too proud for Grace, 
Lurk in the Star, or lord it in a Place; 
Brood in the ſacred Circle of a Crown, 
While Faſhion wafts their Poiſon thro' the Town; 
Hence, o'er each Village the Contagion wings, 
And Peaſants catch the Maladies of Kings. 

M When 


A certain Piece of ſpiritual Ordnance, which was for- 
merly played off with great Execution by our Church-mili- 
tant; but at preſent no otherways terrible, than in its ful- 
minating Exploſion. 
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When purpled Vice ſhall humble Juſtice awe, 
And Faſhion make it current, ſpight of Law; 
1 What ſovereign Medicine can its Courſe reclaim ? 
What ? but the Poet's Panacea Shame. 
ö Thus, Wit's great Eſculapius * prevail'd, 
| | And Satire triumph'd, where the Faſces fail'd. 
N No Conſul's Wreath, could lurking Folly hide, 
No veſtal Looks, ſecure the guilty Bride; 
| The poignant Verſe, pierc'd thro' each fair Diſguiſe, 
And made Rome's Matrons modeſt, Stateſmen wiſe. 


Search all your Statutes, Serjeant ! where's the Balm, 
Can cure the Itching of a Courtier's Palm ? 
0 Where, the chaſt Cannon, Say ! thou hallow'd Sage, 
1 The Virgin's glowing wiſhes can aſſwage? | 
f Let but the Star, his longing Lordſhip ſee, 
What Power can ſet the Captive Conſcience free ? 


Hang but the ſparkling Pendant at her Ears, 
N What trembling Maid, the gen'rous Lover fears ? 


When lawleſs Paſſion ſciz d th' imperial Dame, 
| Brothels + were only found, to quench the Flame; 
| No 


Horatius Flaccus. 


+ Intravit calidum vereti centone lupanar. Juv, 
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No Routs, or Balls, the kind Conveyance pave, 

To loſe her Virtue, yet her Honour fave. 

In Cupid's Rites, now fo improv'd our Skill, 

Mode finds the Means, when Nature finds the Will, 
Each reverend Relict keeps a private Pack, 

And ſturdy Stallion with Atlaan Back; 

Where, Britiſß Dames to myſtic Rights repair, 
Nor fail to meet a lurking Cledis there; 

In amorous Stealths, defraud the public Stews, 
And rob the Drury Veſtal of her Dues. 

Who hapleſs mourns, her laſt, long-mortgag'd Gown, 
While Daugia/s damns the Drums of Lady B—. 


By Names cceleſtial, mortal Females, call, 
Angels they are, but Angels in their Fall. 
One royal Phenix yet, redeems the Race, 

And proves, in Britain, Beauty may have Grace, 


Vain, ſhall the Muſe, the various Symptoms find, 
When every DoCtor's of a different Mind. 
In s Palm, be foul Corruption found, 
Fach Court-empiric holds, his Grace is ſound ; 
M 2 In 


8.8 Of W——;, 
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In Sackville's + Breaſt, let publick Spirit reign, 

Bliſters ! (they cry) the Cauſe is in his Brain; 

So, Talbet's Want of Place, is Want of Senſe, 

And Da/hwoed's * ſtubborn Virtue, downright Inſolence. 


When Ils, are thus, juſt what the Doctors pleaſe, 
And the Soul's Health, is. held, the Mind's Diſeaſe ; 
Not all thy Art, O Horace / had prevail'd, 

Here, all thy Roman Recipes t had fail'd. 


Had Fate to Flaccus, but our Days decreed, 
What Pollia would admire ? What Cæſar read? 
Great Maro's ſelf had dy'd an humble Swain, 
And Terence ſought a Lælius now in vain. 
Science no more employs the Courtier's Care, 
No Muſes Voice can charm N * * Ear, 
The ſolid V-, aerial Verſe, outweighs, 

And wins all courtly Favour from the Bays ; 
Hence, flow alone, the ſacred Gifts of * * * * 5, 


Staves, Truncheons, Feathers, Mitres, Stars, and 


Strings. 
Hence 
+ See a Propoſal for a Militia, publiſhed by Lord . 
dliſex. 
Sir Francis Daſhwoed. 
1 Satires. 
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Hence, Cradles, ſee ! with liſping Stateſmen ſpawn, 
And Infant Limbs beſwaddl'd in the Lawn; 
While honeſt Beyle, too impotent for Place, 

Sets, in Meridian Glory of Diſgrace. 

Nor all the Patriot Muſic of Malone, 

Can charm a Court, like $* * , or like $®* ; 

Bleſt Twins of State! whom, Love and Pow'r con- 
Join, | 

Like Læda's Offspring, made by Jove divine; 

Fix'd, in Hibernia's Hemiſphere to rule, 

And ſhed your Influence, o'er each Knave and Fool +, 


Whilſt, the ſad Summons of the Mortar's Knell, 
The rival Deeds, of each Diploma tell ; 


And Death's increaſing Muſter-rolls declare, 


That Health and THomPson are no longer here. 
How ſhall the Muſe this Salutation ſend ? 


What Place enjoys thee ? or what happier Friend ? 
: Say ! 


+ As our Author lamented the Occafion of theſe Lines, 
ſo no one more ſincerely rejoices to find, that the Beam of 
PusBLic Sy1R1T is likely to diſpel the Clouds, which had 
interpoſed between Loyalty and Patriotiſm. — A new poli- 
tical Sra in our Days, and which ſome more Eaſterg 
Mc would do well to follow. 
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Say! if in Eaftbury's t majeſtic Towers, 

Or wrapt, in Afbley's “ amarantine Bowers, 

By Friendſhip favour'd, and unaw'd by State, 
You barter Science, with the Wiſe and Great ; 
O'er Pelbam's Politics, in Judgment ſit, 

Reform the Laws of Nations, or of Wit; 

With Attic Zeſt enrich the ſocial Bowl, 

Crack Joke on Joke, and mingle Soul with Soul; 
On Laughter's wanton Wing, now frolic ſport, 
Nor envy Fox the Cloſet of a Court. 


Loft, in this darling Luxury of Eaſe, 
Alike regardleſs, both of Fame and Fees, 
Let Shaw (you cry) o'er Phyſic Sov'reign reign, 
« Or I * boaſt, his Hecatombs of Slain. 
<< Be mine, to ſtay ſome Friend's departing Breath, 
« And Child's + may take the Drudgery of Death. 


Yet, 


+ A Seat belonging to the Right Hon. George Dodingtor. 
* Another belonging to Lord Middlehx. 


+ A Coffee-houſe noted for the Reſort of our modern 
Eealapics, where, they ply for thoſe Patients, the Apo- | 

is pleaſed to confign over to them; and where, 
another 8 to Phyſic, (called the Undertakers) ne- 
ver fails to attend the Phyſical Levee, in order to receive 
the lucrative News of their Joint-Endeavours. 


[57] 

Yet, TwomPsoN ! fay (whole Gift it is to fave, 
Make Sickneſs ſmile, and reſcue from the Grave) 
Say, to what End this healing Power was meant, 
Nor hide the Talent, which by Heaven is lent. 
Tho', Envy all her hiſſing Serpents raiſe, 

And join with h-rpy Fraud, to blaft thy Bays ; 
Shall wan Diſcaſe in vain demand thy Skill ? 
While Health but waits the Summons of your Quill ? 
Shall Egypt's Plague * the Virgin Cheek invade, 

And Beauty's Wreck, not win Thee to its Aid ; 

O! ſtretch a ſaving Hand, and let the Fair 

Owe all her future Triumphs to thy Care; 


Reſume the Pen ! and be Thyſelf once more, 
What Radcliff, Friend, and Syd*nham were before. 


Yet, when reviving Patients ſet you free, 
Let, Yaughan | yield one ſocial Hour to me. 
Come! then, my Friend, if Friendſhip's Name can woo, 
Come ! bring me all I want, that all in You, 
If 


* The Small-pox, faid to have firſt ap at Alexar- 
dria. See the Doctor's Treatiſe on this Diſtemper. 


+ Owen Evan Vaughan, Eſq; of Bodidris Caftle ; a Gen- 
tleman, in whoſe Friendſhip, the Doctor and our Author 
more particularly pride themſelves, as he has never pel- 
luted his ancient Brit; Pedigree, with any modern Anti- 
britißb Principles. 
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If rural Scenes have ſtill the Power to pleaſe, 
Flocks, Vallies, Hills, Streams, Villas, Cots and Trees, 
Here, all, in one harmonious Proſpect blend, 

And Landſkips riſe, ſcarce Lambert's Art can mend. 


Thames, made immortal, by her Dcnhan!'s Strains, 
Meandring glides thro' Twic#"nham's flow'ry Plains; 
While royal Richmond's Cloud-aſpiring Wood, 
Pours all its pendant Pomp upon the Flood ; 

By Rome's proud Dames, let ſtory'd Tiber flow, 
And all Palladio, grace the Banks of Po; 
Here, Nature's Charms, in purer Luftre riſe, 
Nor ſeek, from wanton Art, her vain Supplies, 


Lo! Windſor, reverend in a Length of Years, 
Like Cybele, her Tower-crown'd Summit rears. 
And Hampton's Turrets, with majeſtic Pride, 
Reflect their Glories in the paſſing Tide; 
There, Britiſh Henries gave to Gallia Law, 
Here, bloom'd the Laurels of a great Naſſau ; 
O! could theſe Scenes, one Monarch more but pleaſe; 
No frozen Climates, no tempeſtuous Seas, 
For Brunfwick's Weal, alarming Fears ſhould bring, 
Nor Britain envy, meaner Courts, her King. 


Here, 
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Here, Campbells * varied Shades with Wonder ſee, 
Like Heaven's own Eden, ſtor'd with every Tree 
Each Plant with Plant, in verdant Gloiy vies, 
High-tow'ring Pines, like Titans, ſcale the Skies, 
And Lebanon's rich Groves, on Hounſlow's Deſarts 


riſe. 


But chief — with awful Step, O! let us ſtray, 
Where, Britain's Orpheus tun'd his ſacred Lay, 
Whoſe Grove enchanted, from his Numbers grew, 
And proves, what once was fabled, now is true. 
Here, oft the Bard with Arbuthnot retir'd, 

Here, flow'd the Verſe, his healing Art inſpir'd 8; 
Alike thy Merit, like thy Fame ſhould riſe, 

Could Friendſhip give, what feeble Art denies ; 
Tho' Pope's immortal Verſe, the Gods refuſe, 
Accept this Off ring, from an humbler Muſe. 
Weak tho' her Flight, yet honeſt ſtill her Strain, 
And what, no Miniſter could ever gain, 
Pleas'd, if the grateful Tribute of her Song, 

Thy Merit, THomPsoN | ſhall one Day prolong. 


N | In 


* Duke of Argyle. 
$ Pepe's Epiſtle to Arbuihnot, 
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In marſhal'd Slaves, let hungry Princes trade, 
And Britain's Bullion bribe their venal Aid +; 
Let brave Beoſcawen trophied Honours gain, | 
And Anſon wield the Trident of the Main. 
Safe, in the Harbour of my Twic#nam Bower, 
From all the Wrecks of State, or Storms of Power ; 
No Wreaths I court, no Subſidies I claim, 
Too rich for Want, too indolent for Fame. 
Whilſt here, with Vice, a bloodleſs War I wage, 
Or laſh the Follies of a trifling Age; 
Each gay-plum'd Hour, on its downy Wings, 
The Hylla Freight of rich Contentment brings; 
Health, roſy Handmaid, at my Table waits, 
And halcyon Peace, broods watchful o'er my Gates. 


Here, oft, on Contemplation's Pinion bore, 
To Heaven I mount, and Nature's Works explore; 
Or, led by Reaſon's intellectual Clue, 
Thro' Error's Maze, Truth's ſecret Steps purſue ! 
View ges paſt, in Story's Mirror ſhown, 
And make Time's mould'ring Treaſures, all my own; 


© "op 


+ Alluling to a modern Kind of military Traffic, which 
conſiſts in the Exchange of Brizifh Gold for German Yalour ; 
and by which Means, it is preſum'd, our Politicians in- 
tend the native Wants of either Party ſhall be reciprocally 
ſupplied. 
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Or here, the Muſe, now ſteals me from the Throng, 
And wraps me, in th' Enchantment of her Song. 


Thus flow, and thus, for ever flow ! my Days, 


Unaw'd by Cenſure, or unbrib'd by Praiſe ; 

No Friend to Faction, and no Dupe to Zeal, 
Foe to all Party, but the Public-Weal. 

Why then, (from every venal Bondage free) 
Courts have no glitt'ring Shackles left for me, 
My Reaſons, THomresow ! prithee aſk no more, 
Take them, as Oxford's Flaccus ſung before *. 


« Ny Eaſe and Freedom, if for aught I vend, 
« Would not you cry? to Bedlam, Bedlam, Friend! 
But to ſpeak out: — Shall what could ne'er engage 
« My frailer Youth, now captivate in Age ? 

« What Cares can vex? What Terrors frightful be ? 
& To him, whoſe Shield is hoary Sixty-Three 83 

« When Life itſelf, ſo little worth appears, 

% That Miniſters can give no Hopes, or Fears; 


«© Altho' 
* Sce Concluſion of Dr. King's Apology. 


$ Tho' the Tranſlator's Virtue is not yet ſecured by this 
Palladium of his Grand Climacteric, yet he flatters him - 
ſelf. he ſhall at leaſt be able to rival our truly Roman 
Auchor, in the Practice of his heroic Indifference, however 
ſhort he, may fall of him, in his elegant De/cription of it. 


[ 92 ] 
„ Altho' grown grey, within my humbler Gate, 
IJ ncer kiſs'd Hands, or trod the Rooms of State; 
« Yet, not unhonour'd have I IV d, and bleſt 
« With rich Convenience, careleſs of the Reſt; 
« What Boon more grateful, can the Gods beſtow, 
„ On thoſe, avow'd, their favourite Sons below + ? ” 


+ Libera fi pretio quantivis otia vendam, 
Cui non inſanus vidi ar? Sed apertius audi : 
ue juvenem, infirmumgque animi captare nequi 
Ala ſenem capiant ? aut que terrere pericla 
Poſſe putes hominem, cui climactericus annus 
Prefidio et omni main cui vita videtur 
Haud equidem tanti efſe, ut quid caveatue petatue 
A regni ſatrapis, ullaque fit anxius hord.. 

Si mibi non” dextram tetigiſſe, aut limina regum 
Cantigit, & lare ſub tenui mea canuit etas : 
Attamen gu animo, non ullis rebus egenus, 

Non inhonoratus wixi : Neque gratius uſquam 
Dii munus dederunt, cui fi ſaviſſe fatentur. 


